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A 

letter 

FROM 

Mr. volt a I"R R' 

■T O 

'Fatheb.^ P O R E E, a Jesuit. ■ 

Y OU Will receive^ my dear father, by this 
packet, the new edition of my tragedy of 
Oedipus. I have taken care to wafii out, as 
well as I could, the difagreeable colours of a love" 
plot, very ill placed, which, in fpite of myfelf, I was 
obliged to mix with thofe ftrokes of the manly and 
terrible, which the fubjedt naturally demands. I 
muft at the fame time inform you, in my own 
fication, that, ^ young as I was when Oedipus was; 

Oedipus was written when Mr- de Voltaire was but niner' 
teen years of age. It was played for the ifrft time in 17x8, 
ran five-and-forty nights, Du Frefne, a celebrated a^or,: add 
of the fame age with the author, played the part of Oedipus^., 
and Madame Delinarets, a famous a^trels, did Jocafta, and 
after quitted the ftage. In this edition, the part of FhilQ 4 «t®Sr' 
is reftored, and Ifandsexa^liyas it wasin the ilrft reprerentarK^,/,; 

■ V'Oi., L B ' , , ■ 
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written, it was tltcn very nearly the fnnie as it now ; 
Hands : my mind Slled with the reading of the an-* 
tients, and your judicious refieciions on them, and 
little acquainted with the theatre of Paris, I fet abemt . 
the performance as if I had been at Athens. I con- 
fulted 'Mn Dacier,' who was of the country: he ad- 
vifed me to put a chorus Into every feene, after the 
manner of the Greeks : he might as well have advifed 
me to walk about the Hreets of Paris with Plato’s 
gown on. I had much ado only to perfuade the players 
to perform the chorufles which appear three or four 
times in the piece; and greater ftill was the difficulty 
to make them afl: a tragedy almoft without any love 
in it ; the aftrefies laughed at me wdien they found 
there was never a tender feene for them ; the reci- 
procal confidence of Oedipus and JocaHa, taken partly 
from Sophocks, was thought quite infipid : in a word, 
the aciors, who at that time were all grand figniors 
and petits-maltres, abfolutely refufed to reprefent it, 

I was extremely young, and believed thej/ might be hi 
the right of it. To pleafe them, I fpoiled my play, 
by infeiting feveral uninterefting feenes of tenderneis 
ill a fubjedl: intirely foreign to them. When I had 
put a little love Into it, they became partly recon- 
ciled ; but v/ould by no means permit me to bring in j 
' the grand feene between Oedipus and JocaHa : So- | 

_ phocles , ; 
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phocles and his imitator were treated with equal con- 
tempt. I Ml perfcvered, repeated my reafons, em* 
ployed my friends to follicit, and at laid, by dint of 
powerful proteaion, got my Oedipus on the 
One of the aaors, whofe name was Qulnaut,'de- 
vhred openly, that the piece fhould be played exUly 
as It was written, with the vile fourth” aci taken 
irom the Greek; which would be a fuiEcient punift- 
ment for my obffinacy. Befides all this, I was looked 
on as a rafl: young man, for daring to write on a fub- 
jea vvh,ch the great Corneille had already treated fo 
fuccefsfuLy. At that time Corneille’s Oedipus was 
ofteemed a mato-piece : I thought it a poor per- 
fermance, but duril not fay fo till about twelve yL 
after when all the world were of the fame opiL 
In things of thns nature, it is generally fome years 
-ore ftnei ju&ce rs fuffered to take place The 
two tragedies of La Motte on this fobje<fi met with it 
mdeed a little iooner than ordinary. Father Tour- 
nemine as, I foppole, fhewn to you the little pre- 
face in which I have attacked, him. Monf. d! la 
Motte has a great deal of wit : he is not unlike the 
famous Grecian wreftler, who, when he was thrown 
oown, could always prove that he was uppermoft- 
We totally difagree in our opinions; but yon havV 
taught me to difpute like a man of honour and a 
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I' gentleman. I wrote againfl: ■ him with' fo much po« 
litenefS) that I even defired him to criticlfe himfelf 
that preface wherein I have endeavoured in every 
line to prove him in the tvrong ; and my little pole- 
mic differtation met with his applaufe. This is the 
method which men of letters fiiould ahvays make ufe 
of in their controverfies wdth each other; and this 
they would always purfue, who had been under your 
tuition : but they are generally as full of acrimony as 
a lawyer, and as angry as a Janfenift. Polite lite- 
rature is grov/n, of all things, the mofl: unpolite. W e 
cabal, w’e afperfe, w^e calumniate, we write verfes 
agaiiiil one another. It is pleafant enough that 
we fiiouH be at liberty to tell folks in writing 
what we dare not Ipeak to their faces. You, my 
dear father, taught me to avoid all fuch mean prac- 
tices; how to live, as w^ell as how to write. 

With love alone the heavki-born mufes glow. 

No jealous pangs th’ Immortal fifters know 5 
They tafte no gall, but with ambrofia fed. 

O’er all their kind their genial influence flied ; 
When Jove convenes them to the bleft abodes. 

He calls not fatire to the feafl: of gods, 

Left the foul fiend fliould ranc’rous hate infpire. 
And jar the firings of their harmonious lyre. 

x\dieu. 



Ill 

AdieUj my dear father, and, believe me attached t 
you and yours by that tender regard which I owi 
you, and which thoie who were educated by you d< 
not always retain, 

Paris, Jan, yth, 

1729.; 


PREFACE, 
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PR E FACE. 

HE Oedipus, now re-printed, wr:s repre-. 
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foleininity ci the fpeSade, together with loine in- 
trinfic merit ill the piece, P, Fokrd, thejefuit, and 
Mr. de ia Mette.p^^ of the French academy, have 
hcdi of them fines treated the fame fubjecl, and both 
■avoided the errors which I had iallen into. It is not 
my bufineis to criticife their perfoimances, my cen- 
fares end rny praifes v/cald be equally liable to fuf- 
picion ; ftill farther is my intention from pretending 
to lay down rules for writing tragedy. I am per- 
fuaded, that all thofe refined reafonings, fo often re- 
iterated, are fcarce worth one fingic fcenc of genius ^ 


Monf de la Motte prefented tlie world with two Gedipris's-j 
one in vcidVj the other in profe, in the year jyz 6 : tluit in verle 
was played tour times 5 the }'.rore was never repreil-nted at alL 
See La i\ictte'3 vrorks, duodecimo, vol, li, raid iii. 

aiKi 
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, and that wc may learn more from f Cinna and Poi/*- 
mdiCy than from all the precepts of J D’Auoignac. 
Severiis and Paulinas are true mafters of the art. .All 
the books on painting., which were ever written by 
the greatefl' connoilleurs,. would not give a young 
painter half the inllru<3:ion as oiily the fight of a 
head by Raphael. 

The principles of all the arts that depend on the 
imagination are eafy and fimple, all drawn from na- 
ture and from reafon. Our Pradons ajid Boyers 
' knew them as well as our Corneille’s and Racine’s ; 
the only difference was, and always will be, in their 
application cf them. The worii compofers had the 
fame rules of mufic before them, as the authors df 
Armida and Ifle. Poulin w^’orked upon the fame 
principles as Vignon. ^Tis as ufelefs, therefore,^ to 
talk of rules in a preface to a tragedy, as it would bc: 
to a painter to endeavour to prejudice the public in 
his favour, by a cliiTertation on his pidlures ; or to a 
murician, to prove by demonftration, that his com- 
pofitions niiifl: be fare to pleafe. 

But fince Monf. de la Mottefeems deilrous of efta- 
biifliing rules, direcriy oppoiite to thofe vririch our 


f Cinna and Polyeii^le, two tragedies by Corneille. 
i La Pratique^ du Theatre, par i’Abbe 'D’Av.bignac, a very 
Judiciovs and ienllble performance. 

B 4 great 
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great mailers fubmltted to, it is biitjull: to defend tfi«. 
antient laws ; not becaufe they are ancient, but be- ' 
caufe they are good and neceiTaiy, and becaufe tliofe 
laws might find a very powerful adverfary in a man, of 
his diftinguiflied merit. 


^ Of the thkee Unities. 

Tidr. de la Motte would aboliili the utnties cf action, 
..time, and place. The 'French tvere the firit of the 
.moderns, who revived the wife rules cf the antient 
theatre : other nations refufed for a long time fubmif- 
-lion to a yoke, which they thought too fevere ^ but 
as the laws were jufl-, and reafon mufi: triumph at 
in procefs of time they yielded alfo. Even in England^ 
at this day, authors give us notice at the beginningof 
their pieces, that the time employed in the adlion is 
equal to that of the reprefentation, and thus go fur- 
ther than ourfelves who taught them. All nations 
now begin to look upon thofe ages as barbarous, when 
this prafiice was entirely unknown to the greateft 
geriiufies, fuch as Lopez de Vega and Sliakefpeare 5 
they aclaiowdedge their obligation to us for awakening 
them from this gothicifm- ; and lhall a Frenchman 
after this exercife all his wit and abilities to reduce 
us once more to the lame fiandard? 


Had 
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Had I nothing more to ofFer in oppofition to Mr. 
de la MottCj than that Corneille, Racine, Moliere, 
Addifon, Congreve, and MafFel, have all obferved the 
rules of the theatre, it would be fufficient to prevent 
the violation of them ^ but a man of fuch foperior 
iinderftanding as M. de la Motte has a right to expect 
that we fhould oppofe him rather by reafon than by 
authority. 

What is a theatrical performance ? The reprcfen- 
tation of an action. Why of a fingle asSion, and 
not of tv^o or three? Doubtlefs, bccaufe the human 
mind is incapable of embracing more than one object 
at a time j becaufe the intereft, which is divided, , is 
foon deftroyed j becaufe we are diigufed at feeing two : 
different events even in a picture ^ ic is, in flrort, be-; 
caufe nature alone points ditto us this precept, which | 
is aS' invariable as herfelf. 

For the fame reafon unity of place is effehtial ^ for 

• a fingle aftion cannot poihbly happen in feveral places 
at a time: if the perfons of the drama are at Athens 
in the firff ad*, how can they be at Pcriia in the fe« 
cone! ? -Did Le Brun paint Alexander at Arbele and the 
Indies on the fame canvas f ^ I iliould not be in the 
® leaft furprized,’ (fays M. de la Motte, with all the ■. 
fmartnciS imaginable) / to '.fee a fcnfibie people, not' 

* fond of rules, reconcile themfelves to the reprefen- 

B 5 tation 
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^ tation of CcrioIanu5j condemned at Rome in , tiie 
^ hril received by theVolfci in the third, beileging 

Rome in the fourth,’ &c. But, in the firft place, 
I cannot conceive how a fenfible and refined people 
can pofUbly be an enemy to rules 5 rules fuggefted by 
good fcnfe, and calculated for their pleafure : and fc- 
condiy, is it not evident, that in. this cafe there v/ouk! 
in fact be three diftindl: tragedies, and that fiich a per- 
formance, however well executed, and put into the 
beft poetry, would in efFecSl be after all no more, than 
a piece of Jodelie or Hardy’s verfified by an^ inge-» 
nious modern. 

The unity of time naturally follov/s the other two, 
of v/hich this is, 1 think, an inconteftible proof : I 
come to a tragedy, that is to fay, to the reprefentation 
of an adlion ; the fubjedl is the accomplifiiment of 
this fingle acldon. A confpiracy is formed againfl* 
Augufius at Rome 5 I want to know what happens to 
Auguftus and to the confpirators. If the poet makes 
the aftion laft fifteen days, he ought to give me an ac- 
count of what paffes during that time; I come 
there to be informeci of -every circumfl'ance, and no- 
thing flrould pafs that is ufelefs. If he rcprefents the 
events of fifteen days, there mufl: be at leail: fifteen 
different adrions, however inconfiderable they may all 
be: it is no longer the accompli fhment of that fingle 

aclion 
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action of the confpiracj^ towards which we are to 
proceed as fpeedily as poilible, but a long tedious hif- 
tory, which cannot be interefting, becaufe it , is not 
lively 5 becaufe the whole will be at too great a diftance 
from the dccifive moment, from the catallrophe, which 
is the principal thing I am in expecSlation of. ^ I don't 
go to the play to hear the hiftory of a hero, but to fee 
one fiiigle event of his life, and there perhaps I meet 
with many. But further, the fpedlator is but three 
hours at the theatre, the action therefore fiiould laft 
no longer than that time j Cinna, Andromache, 
Oedipus, Corneille’s, la Motte’s, and my own (if I 
may be permitted to mention it) are ail v/ithin this 
rule. If feme other pieces require more time, it is a 
licence, vrliich can only be pardoned in fiivour of 
great beauties in the work, and the more, this licence ' 
i'S indulged, the more faulty it becomes. 

We often extend the unity cf time to twenty-four 
hours, and the unity cf place -to the whole circiim*'" 
fcrence of a palace. More feverity would preve,nt the 
handling feme very fine fub^'edts, and, mox'e indul- 
gence would open the way to intolerable abufes ; for 
if it was o,nce made an efLabli&ed'ruIe, that a theatric 
aftioii might continue fortwo days, one author would 
foon extend it to two weeks, and rmother to two 
years ^ and in tine fame manner^ if the place of the 

; fc&m: 
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i'.:cne not coiiiined to certain Ihiilts, v/e fliould 
ioon lee tragedies, like the old' Julius Cisfar of the 
Engh'fh, where Bmtus and CaiEus are at Rome in 
the firil' aS, and in Theffaly in the fifth. 

I'he obfervation of thefe rules ferves not only to 
prevent- faults, but it is likewife producEve of true 
beauties, in the fame manner as the rules of fine at- 
chi teol'ure well followed iicceiTarily compofc a building 
agreeable to the eye. We eafily perceive, that by ad- 
hering to the unities of time, place, and adfion, the 
piece muft be fimple. It is this which conffitcites the 
merit cf all Racme^s performances, and is that very 
perfedion which Ariilotle required. Mr. delaMotte, 
in defending one of his own tragedies, prefers a mul- 
tiplicity of events to this noble fimplicity, and ima- 
gines the truth of his fentiments confirmed by the little 
applaufe which Berenice met with, and the great cha- 
racier, which the Cld bears to this day. Certain it is, 
that the Cid is much mere axTecling than Berenice, 
blit Bercifice is only contemptible, becaufe it is rather 
an elegy than a fimple tragedy : and the Cld, the adHcii 
of which is truly tragic, is n-ci indebted for its fuccefs 
to the multiplicity of events, but pleafes in fpite of 
that multiplicity; as it afFedls iis in fpite of the Infanta, 
and not becaufe of the Infanta. 

Mr. cle la Motte believes that we may be fuperior 
to ?dl thefe rules, by adhering folely to the unity of 

interefi^ 
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intereft, whichj he tells us^ was invented by hlmfelf^ 
and calls a paradox 5 but this unity of interefl appears 
to me to be nothing more in reality than the unity of 
a£l:ion. ® If many perfons (fays he) are differently 
^ interefted in the fame event,, and all of them fuch 
characters as are worthy of my attention, there 
® mufl be unity of adfion, and not unity of intereih/ 
Since I took the liberty of diScring with Mr. de la 
Motte on this fubjedi* 1 have perufed and re-confidered 
Corneille’s difcourfe on the three unities. The reader 
had better confult this great matter than me, Ob- 
ferve how he exprefies himfelf, ^ it is my opinion, 
and I have already declared it, that the unity of 
* aSion confifts in unity of plot and unity of danger/ 
Whoever confults this ^afiage of Corneille will foon 
decide between Mr. de ia Motte and me : and if the 
authority of this great man were not of itfelf fufficient 
to confute my adverfary, have not I fomething ttill 
more convincing? namelj/, experience. In’ reading" 
our bell: French tragedies, we (hall always find the 
principal charafiers differently interetted ; but ail 
theie different ititeretts tend towards ■ that ■ of ■ the 
principal cliaracfer, and thus conttiture the unity of 
acl'ioii. If, on the contrary, all thefe different inte- 
refts do not tend towards the principal, if they are 
not lines drawn to one common centre, the interett 

■ IIS . 
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is then cfouWe^ what we call, the ailicn, miift be fa 
iikewife. Let us then, . with the great Corneille, ad- 
here to the three unities, in which , we ihall find all 
the other rules, that is to fay, all other beauties, com- 
prehended.: Mr. de la Motte calls them the principles 
of fancy, and attempts to prove, that may do. 
without , them in tragedy, becaufe w,e do fo in oiif 
operas 5 wmich, in my opinion, is as abfurd, as to. 
endeavour to corredi a regular government by the 
ample of an anarchy.. 

Of the Opera. 

The opera is a fpeSacIe as whimScal and abfurd as 
grand and magnificent, where the eye and ear receive 
more fatisfadlion than the mind j where its fubjecdon 
to mufic makes the moft ridiculcus faults even necef- 
fary 5 wdiere we are forc’d to fing ballads at the de- 
ftriitSiion of a city, and dance round a tcmb-frcne 5 
where we are prefentcd w:rh the palaces of Pluto, 
and the fun, gods, demons, magicians, figns and' 
wonders, monfters, palaces built and pull’d down in 
the twinkling of an eye. W e fuller tliefe extrava- 
gancies, and are even fond of them, becaufe there 
are in the land of faiiics; and provided we have 
but fine fights, good dancing and mufic, with a fenv 
intcrefting feenes, we are very well fatisfied. It 

. ; would 
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;woiiM be as ridiculous to require the unities of tlmej, 
:)Iace5 .and adion in Alcefi:es> as to introduce dances 
and devils in Cinna or Rodogune. Notwithftandingj, 
lioweverj that operas may difpenfe with thefe rules^, 
thofe are .ftill the beft where they are ieaft violated : in, 
maliys if I am .not miftaken, they are re-efiabliflied^ 
fa neccffary and natural are they^ and conducing fo- 
efFedtually to interefl: the fpedator ; how then can 
Mr. de la Motte reproach our nation with levity^ for 
condemning in one entertainment the very things 
v/hich we approve of in another? Every man muft 
fee the abfui'dity of it. I expedi, and with reafboj 
more perfedlion in a tragedy than an opera 5 becaufc 
at a tragedy my attention is not divided it is not on 
a faraband. or a minuet that my pleafure depends, my 
mind is to be filled, my foul is to be delighted. I 
wonder ho'w the author could contrive to bring toge- 
ther, 'in one place, and one day, the feveral parts of 
an event, which my mind canfcarce conceive without 
labour, and where my heart becomes by degrees more 
and more intex-efted. The more diiHcuit this fimplicity 
appears to me, the more it charms me ; and when I 
want to account for this pleafure, ' I find niyfelf of Miv 
Dafpreaux^'s opinion^ who fays, , ' 
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Qu’en un lieu, qu’en un jour un feui fait accompH 

TieBiie jufqu’ a la fin le theatre reropli.'^ 

I have befides, he will fay, the authority of the great 
Corneille ; and I have ftill more, I have his example, 
and the pleafure which his works give me, in propor- 
tion as he con forms more or lefs to this rule. 

But Mr, de la Motte, not content with endeavour- 
ing to deprive the theatre of its eftablifliedlaws, v/ould 
even take away its poetry alfo, and give us tragedies 
in profe. 

Of Verses in Prose. 

This ingenious and prolific author, who has done 
nothing all his life but write verfes, or profe occafioned 
by his verfes, writes againft his own art, and treats it 
with the fame contempt as he did Homer, whom, not- 
withfianding, he took the pains to tranflate. Never 
did Virgil, TafTo, Defpreaux, Racine, or Pope, 
think of VvTidng againfi the harmony of verfe ^ nor 
Lully' againft mtific, or Newton againit the mathe- 
matics. W e have fometimes feen men weak enough 
to think themfelves above their profefiion, which is the 
fare way to fall ben adi it; but v;e have never feen 
any who were fo ridiculous as to depreciate it. There 

r'iielc; lineu ?.re taiLcu tiOiu ii5uileciii'’s rVit of PoetJv. 

« Or.e place, one dsy, and one fnigie aaicn, Hiould fll tiie 
ftage fr«m the beginning to the end of the repreieritation/, 
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2re but too many who defpife poetry-j becaufe they 
knov/ nothing of it. Paris is full of peoples and 
. even of men of fenfej ' born with organs utterly in- 
fenfible of all Iiarmonys to whom mulic is nothing 
but noifcj and poetry , an ' ingenious folly. If thefe 
perfons are toldj that a man" of merits who, has writ 
five or fix volumes of verfes, is of their opinion y/ith 
regard to them, will they not think they have alight 
to look upon all other poets as fools, and this man as 
the only one who has recovered his fenfes P It is there- 
fore necelTary to anfwer him for the honour of the 
art, and I will venture to add, for the honour of a 
country, which owes part of its reputation, among 
Grangers, to its psrfedion in that art. 

Mr. de la Motte has afferted, that rhlme is a bar- 
barous invention, of a very modern date. Notwith- 
ftanding this, every nation in the univerfe, except 
. the ancient Greeks and Romans, have rhimed, and 
continue rhiming to this day. This return of the 
fame founds to the ear is fo natural to all mankind, 
that we find rhime pradiifed among favages, as much 
as it is at Rome, Paris, London, and Madrid, Mon- 
tagne has given us a tranflation into French of a fong, 
written in American rhime , and in one of Addifon’s 
Spedlators we meet with a Lapland ode, the original 

of 
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of which is alfo in rhiiTiC, and which is fiiU of fine 
fentiments. The Greeks^ 

— quibus dedit ore rotundo 

Mufa loqui ~— 

bom ill a happier climate^ and bleflecl with more de- 
licate organs than other nations, had a ianguagCj 
whole fylkbies, by their length or £-:'crtnciS5 could 
exactly and properly erepren; ei'ery mo^’ement of tho 
foulj whether Cow or rapkh From that varlet;^ of 
iiitonations refidted, both in tliclr verib and prclb, z\i 
harmonious iweetnefs, which the antient Romans 
caught and imitated^ and whicb^' fince thenij no other 
nation hath been able to attain. Bat poetry^ how- 
ever, which Mr. de la Motte is fo angry v/ith, be it 
rhime or cadexic’d fyllables, has always been, and al- 
ways will continue to be, cultivated by all mankind# 
Before the time of Herodotus, even hiflory was al- 
ways written in verfe among the Greeks, who de- 
rived this cuftom from the antient /Egyptians, the 
wifeft, befl: poHcy’d, and moft learned nation then 
upon earth. The practice, indeed, was very con- 
fifteiit v/ith reafon : the chief end and defign of hi- 
ftory being then no more than to tranfmit the me- 
mory of a few great men to pofterlty, as examples 
for it : they never thought in tliofe times of giving 
the hiftory of a convent, or a petty town, in folio 

, vokuiiss 
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volumes : they only wrote then w'hal.was worthy to 
DC' jezdj -and nt to be got by heart ; and therefore 
:^-a7ailed themielvcs of the hannony of veric to afliil: 
the iiiemoiy; for this reafon the firff philofophers^ 
legiilatorsj founders of religious fe&j and liiuorians^ 
were all poets, ' ' 

It may be olyedded^ that poetry 5 on iiich ihfcjcclsj, 
limit be dciicient^ either in , harmony or predilonj 
but as we know that Virgil united theic cxcellencieSji 
however fecniingly incompatible, and that Defpre* 
mix and Racine have written like V'irgil | how can z. 
maB, who has read thorn all threcj and^knows they 
have, been tranflated into almoft, every language in- 
Europe, depreciate in this manner a talent, which 
has leflefted fo much honour even on himfelf? 
I place Delpreaux and Racine on a level with Virgil, 
wdth regard to the merit of veriification ; becaufe, if 
the author of the : 3 in€id had been born at Paris, he 
would have wrote in rhime as they did : and if thefe 
t\-?o iHuftrious Frenchmen had lived in the time of 
AiigufiuS, they would have made the fame ufe which. 
Virgil did of the Latin meafiire. When M, de la 
Motte therefore calls verfification -a mechanical and 
lidicudous labour, he condemns not only all our own 
great poets, but all the poets of antiquity alfo. Vir- 
■gil and Horace fiibmitted to this mechanical labour,. 

ns 
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as. wel! as modem writers ; a Iiappy arrai^emeni 
of dacStyles and fpondees was as much trouble to them, ) 
as our rhymes and hemiftics ru'e to us, and the tafk, nq.', 
doubt, mull: have been laborious, fmce we find the 
Mneid^ after eleven years toil, was 2iot- even then 
brought to perfedtion. 

Mr. de la Motte affirms, that, at leaf!:, a tragedy 
put into profe will lofe no part of its firength or 
beauty. To prot^e this, he has himfelf profified the 
firfi: fceiie of Mithridates, and nobody can bear to ^ 
read it : he does notconfider, that the true merit of 
verfe is to be as natural and correcl as profe : it is the 
furmcunting this great difficulty, that gives every good 
judge fuch exquifite pleafure j but reduce them to profe, 
and there is no longer any merit or any fatisfaSion 
in them. But our neighbours, fays he, never WTite . 
tragedies in rhime : true 5 but they are notwithftand- 
ing in verfe, becaufe harmony is agreeable to every j 
nation. It only remains then to determine, wdiether 
our verfes fhould be in rhime or not. Corneille and I 
Racine wrote in rhime. If we are defirous of firik- ,• 
ing into a new path, it is not fo much perhaps from 
our love of novelty, as becaufe we find ourfelves un- 
able to keep up with thefe great men in the old one. 
The EngliOi and Italians may do without rhime, as 
their language has more variety, and their poetry a 

thoufsnd 
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tlioufand more liberties than ours. The genius and 
power of every language is determined by the peculiar 
conftrudlion of its phrafes, the number of its vowels 
and' confonantSj its inverfions, itS'' auxiliary verbs^ 
&c. Elegance and perfpicuity are the diftinguifli- 
ing charadteriftics of the French tongue ; we allow 
no licence to our poetry, which is obliged, like 
our profe, to follow .the precife order of our ideas ; 
jye are therefore under the ahfoiute neceility of em- 
ploying the repetition of the fame founds, to prevent 
our poetry being confounded with our profe. The 
following verfes are well known. 

Oil me-cacher ? fuyons dans la nuit infernalc. 

Mais que dis-je ? mon pere y tient Fume fatale ; 

Le fort, dit on,' Fa mife en fes feveres mains ; 
Minos juge aux enfers les pales humains. 

But if we read them thus, 

Ou me cache r ? fuyons dans la nuit infernale, 

Mais que dis-je ? mon pere y tient Fume funelie t 
Le fort, dit on, Fa mife en fes feveres mains ^ 
Minos juge aux enfers tous les pales mortels. 

How poetical foever this may be, wdll it give us the 
fame pleafure when thus put out of rhinie ? The En- 
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gltfli and Italians would fay, after the Greeks and 

KomanSj ' / 

Pale mortals Mmos in the fhades doth Judge ; 

Or perhaps run the fenfe gracefully into the next verfcb 
Add to thisj'that their manner of repeating verfes 
expreffes the long or fhort fyllables, and thus pre- 
ierves the harmony without the aiUftaiice of rhime ; 
blit why fliouid we, 'who have none of thefe advaiv-. 
tages, part from thofe few, which the nature of our 
language has beflowed upon us ? 

M. de la Motte compares our poets, that is to fay, 
Corneille, Racine and Defpreaux, to the makers of 
acrofticks, and to a mountebank that draws millet 
through the eye of a needle 5 and adds, that ail thefe 
puerilities have no merit, but v/hat arifes from the dif* . 
ficulty that attends the performance of them. I ac- 
knowledge that bad verfes are nothing more than 
this ; they only differ from bad profc in the rhime, 
and rhime alone can never conftitute the merit of the 
poet, nor the pleafure of the reader. It is not the 
dadlyles and fpondees of Virgil and Homer that de- 
light us ^ it is the enchanting harmony, which arifes 
from the perfedtion of this very diiheuk nicafure. He 
who endeavours to overcome a difficulty, merely to 
have the merit of overcoming it^ is a fool ; but he^ 

. that. 
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■ ■ that can draw forth^ e\';en from thefc very obftacles^ 
beauties, that will pleafe univerfally, muft be a wife 
and fenfible man, and indeed alaioft finguiar^: It is a 
Yery arduous tail: to make good pidiurea, good ftatueSs 
.good mufic, or good verfes j and the names of 
thofe illuftrious men, therefore, who have been able 
to perform this tafl-c, will remain, perhaps, xiiuch 
longer than the kingdoms where' they were born. 

I might take this opportunity of difpudng with Mr* 
** de la Motte with relation to fome other points 5 but 
this might carry with it the air of a perfonal attack 
upon him, and lay me open to the fufpicion of maiig- 
:nity, which I am as far from entertaining, as I am 
from adopting his fentiments. I had much rather 
av'ail rnyfelf of the many fine and judicious relledlions 
fcattered over his works, than engage in the refutation 
of feme of them, which appeared to me more con- 
trovertible than others, I am fatisfied with endea- 
vouring to defend an art which I love, and which he 
liimfelf ought to have defended. 

I will only add a word (with leave of Mr* de k 
Faye) concerning the ode in favour of harmony, 
where that gentleman attacks Mr. de la Motte’s 
fyilem in fome very fine verfes, which are anfwered 
by him in profe. In the following ftanzas Mr. de la 
Faye has colleded almoft all the arguments, which 

. I 
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I have here made ufe of, with great force of imagi- 
nation, and in charming poetry : 

" Rules feem fevere, and yet are but the art 
To pleafe, and fmk flill deeper in the heart ; 

By rigid laws reftrain’d, the poet’s mind 
Springs Vv-nth more adtive force as more confin’d ; 

So y/aters prefs’d in narrow fountains, rife. 

Play in the air, and feem to touch the fkies. 

I never met with a comparifon more juft, more ele- 
gant, or better exprelied. Mr. de la Motte, who 
Ihould have anfwered thefe verfes by imitating them, 
fets himfeif about examining, whether the pipes are 
the caufe of the waters rifmg, or whether it is the 
heighth from whence it falls that determines the de- 
gree of its elevatiom Befides (lays he) ^ where 
* lhali we find in verfe, more than in pz^ofe, this ex- 
traordinaiy depth of thought, &c/ 

I am afraid Mr. de la Motte is miftaken, confidered 
in the light of a philofopher, becaufe it is certain, 
that without that conftraint of the water from the 
pipes, it would never rife at all, from whatev'cr 
heighth it felL But is he not ftill more mifiaken as a 
poet ? How came he not perceive, that as the re- 
fliidfion of the meafure of verfes produces a harmony 
agreeable to the ear, fo does that narrow receptacle 
which confines the water produce a jet-d’eau that ' is- 

pleafing* 
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pleafiiig to the fight. Is not the comparifon equally 
Juft and beautiful? Mr. de la Faye, I own, has con« 
futed la Motte in a much better manner than myfelf | 
he followed the example of the philofopher, who an- 
fwered the fophift, that denied there was- any fuch 
thing as motion, only by walking before him. Mr. 
de la Motte denies the harmony of verfes ^ Mr. de la 
Faye fends him fome verfes full of harmony ; thi^ 
alone fliould teach me alfo to put an end to my profe« 
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Oedipus, King of Thebes. 

Joe AST A 3 Queen of Thebes. 
'Philoctetes, Prince of Eubjsa. 
High-Priest. 

AraspeSj Confident of Oedipus. 
EginAj Confidente of jocafea, 
Dimas, Friend of Phliocietcs. 
Phorbas, an old Man of Thebes. 
Icarus, an old Man of Corinth. 
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A C T I. S C E N E 1. 

PHILOGT-ETES, DIMAS. 

' DIMA S. ' 

I s it my friend, my Phllodietes ? Whence ' ^ ' 

And wherefore com’fl: thou to diPcemper’d Thebes 
In fearch of death, to brave the wrath of heav’n? 
For, know, the gods on this devoted land 
Wreak their full vengeance : mortals dare not tread 
The guilty foil, to death and horror Jong 
Confign'd, and from the living world cut off: 

Away^ begone. 

PHILOCTETES. 

It fuits a wretch like me : 

Leave my friend^ to my unhappy fatei 

C z ' And 
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And only tell me, if the v/ratli divine 
Hath, in its rapid progrefs, fpar d the qneein 
DIMAS. 

Jocafta lives ^ but round her throne ftlll fpreads 
The dii*e contagion 5 ct^Vy fatal moment 
Deprives her of feme hnthful ful:ye61: : death 
Steals clofer by degrees, and feems to threat 
Her facred life. But lieav’n, v/e truflg will iboii 
Withdraw its vengeful arm: fuch feenes of blood 
Will fare appeafe its raa'e. 

P H I L O C T £ T E S« 

What hornd_aji-^l^- ■ 

Cou\i bring down fo iln;e-^jr-rpaniihment ? 

DIMAS. 


Since the king's death — ~ 

PHILOCTKTES. 

The king ! ha 1 Laius-— 


DIMAS. 


DyVi 


Some four years fince. 

PHILOCTEXES. 

Ha ! Laius dead ! indeed ! 

What fe'eet feducing hope awakes my foul f 
Jocafta ! will the gods at length be kind ? 
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May Pkiloftetes ftill be thine ? Exit ibjj 
D-imaSj Kow fell the king ? . 

DIMAS. 

"Ti's four years Tmce 
For thelafl time towards Baeotia, led 
Ey fate, you came ; fcarce had you bent your wa/ 

To Afia, e’er th’ unhappy Lai us fell 
By forne bafe hand» 

FEILOCTETSS. 

Aflaflinated^ fay’il thou I 
DIMAS. 

This was the caufe, 

The ruin of this wretched country : Ihock’d 
At the fad ftroke, we wept the general lofs, 

When lo ! the minifter of wrath divine, 

(Fatal to innocence,, and fav’ringlong 
Unpuniih’d guilt) a dreadful monfter came, 

(O Philoflietes, wou’d thou had’fl been here !) 

And ravag’d all our borders, horrid form ! 

Made for deftrudlion by ax^enging heav’n. 

With human voice, axi eagle, woman, lion, 
Unnat’ral mixture ! rage with cunning join’d 
United to deftroy us : nought remain’d 
To fave but this alone ; in phrafe obfcure 

C 3 The 
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The monfler had propofed P rJTrighteJ Thebe^i 
A Grange p^nigma, which who could imfoJd 
Shou’d lave his countryj if he rairdj^ rniilb clvc: 
Seluclant we obey’d the hard decree. 

Inftant the geu’ral voice aloud proclahn’cl 
The kingdom liis reward^ who^ by the gods 
Infi'drkij fliordd firll unveil the irivirerr, 

'I'he aged and the wile, by hope miflcaij 
“With frintlefs fcience brav’d the monfler’s rage^ 

Vain knowledge all! all try’d, and trying fel 4 
"Oedipus, the heir to Corinth’s throne. 

Endow’d with wifdom far above his 

tortune, came, bebeld, 
ilnfoMed all, and took the great reward 5 
.Lives flill, and reigns o’er Thebes 5 but reigns, a!as ! 
O’er dyijtg fuldefe, and a defert land. 

Vainly we hoped to 'lee the waywu^.rd talcs 
Chain’d to his throne, and jddding to the hand 
Of Oedipus, our great deliverer. 

A liU'le time the gods propitious fmiled. 

And bleis u u3 wi’cii a .g.can- , 

But barrejineis and fkrninc loon deftroy a 
Our airy hopes : ills heap’d on ills iucceed, 

A drer.uf:?] riLi2:ue unpeoples liali: the reahru: 

Of iicklv Thebes, inarchinsr the poor remains 

. ■ Juft 
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Juft ^icap’d from famine and the grave t high heav'n 
liath thus ordain^^ and fuch our haplefs fate. 

But fh}V illiiftrious hero^ whom the gods 
Have long approv^d^ fay, wherefore had ihou left 
The paths of glory, and tlie fmiles of fortune. 

To fcek the regions of aiEicricn here ? 

FHILOCTETES. 

I come to join , my fbrrowsand my tears. 

For know the world with me hath lofi: its beft 
And ncbiefp friend : ne’er fliall tliefe eyes behold 
The OiTspnng of the gods, like them unccnquer’d, 
Earth’s beft fupport, the guardian deity 
Of innocence opprefs’d ; I mourn a friend. 

The world .a father.. 

DIMAS. 

Is Alcldes dead ? 
■PHILOCTETES. ' 

Tiiefe hands perform’d the melancholy oance. 

Laid on his fun’ral pile the firft of men ; 

Th’ ail-conquering arrows, tliofe dear dreadful gifts 
The fon of Jove bequeath’d me, have I brought, 
.With his cold aflies, here, where I will ralfe' ' 

A tomb and altars to my valued friend. 

O ! had he liv’d ! had but indulgent hsav’n. 
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111 pity to mankind, prolong’d his days. 

Far from Jocafta I had Rill remaiii’d , 

And, tho’ I might have cheriili’d ffiil niy vain 
And hopslefs paiSon, had not wander’d here. 

Or left Alcides for a woman’s love^ 

DIMAS. 

Oft have I pity’d thy unhappy flame, 

Caught in thy earliefl: youth, increafing flill 
And growing with thy growdi : Jocaila, forc’d 
By a hard father to a hateful bed. 

Unwillingly partook the throne of Laius. 

Alas ! what tears thofe fatal nuptials coft, 

What forrows have they brought on wretched Thebes ! 
How have I oft admir’d thy noble foul, 

Worthy of empire ! conqu’ror o’er thyfelf : 

There firfc the hero fhone, reprefski his pailion, 

And the firft tyrant he fubdued was love* 
PHILOCTETES. 

There we muR fly to conquer j I confefs it : 

Long time I ftrove, I felt my weaknefs long ; 

At length refolv’d to fliun the fatal place, 

I took a laft farev^ell of my Jocafta. 

The world; then trembled at Alcides’ name. 

And on his valour did fufpend their fate ; 

J join’d the gcd-Iike man, partook his toils, 

Marcife! 
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March’d by his fide, and twin’d his laurel wreath 
Round my own brows : then my enlighten’d foul 
Againft the pailions arm’d, androfe fuperior. 

A great man’s friendfhip is the gift of heav’n. 

In him I read my duty and my fate 5 
I bound myfelf to virtue and to him r 
My valour ftrengthen’d, and my heart improv’d,* 
Not hardened, I became like my Alcides.. 

What had I been' without him ! a king’s fon, 

A common prince, the ilave of ev’ry pafHon, 
WhzcL Hercules hath taught me to fubdue. 

DIMAS, 

Now then unmov’d thou carril: behold Jocafca,. 
And her neiv hufb and, 

SHILOCTETES. 

Ha ! another hufband !' 

Said’ftthou, another? 

DIMAS, 

Oedipus hath join’d- 
To her’s his future fate. 

PHILOCTETES. 

He is too happy; 

But he is worthy : he v/ho fav’d a kingdom 
Alone can merit her, and heav’n is juft* 

C5 
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DIMAS, 

He comes, and with him his ailembled people ; 

Lo ! the high-prieft .attends : this way they bend, 

To deprecate the wrath of angry heavhn 

PHILOCTETES. 

It melts my foul ; I weep for their misfortunes® 

O Hercules, from thy eternal feat 
Look down on thy afUicted country ! hear 
Thy fellow citizens ! O hear thy friend, 

Who joins his prayVs, and be their guardian god ! 

SCENE IL 

KIGH-PRIEST, CKORUS. 

' FIRST PERSON OF THE CHORUS, 

'Ye blafting powVs, who wafte this "wretched empire. 
And breath contagion, death, and horrors round us, 
O quicken your flow wrath, be kind at lafl:. 

And urge our ling’ring fate. 

^ SECOND PERSON OF THE CHORUS. 

Stiike, ftrike, yegoclr* 

Your vidilms are prepar’d ; ye mountains, fell I 
Crufii us, ye heav’ns ! O death, ddix'er us, 

And we fhall thank you for the boon. 


H I G H 
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HIGH PRIEST. 

No more : 

Geafe your loud plaints, the wretch's poor refource ^ 
Yield to tlie powV fupreme, who means to try 
His people by aiiiiftion ; .with a v/ord 
He can deflroy^ and with a v/ord can fave : 

He knov/3 that death is here j the cries of Thebes 
Have, reach'd his throne., Beheld ! the king an-, 
proaches. 

And heavT by me declares its wdll divine ; 

The fates will ibon to Oedipus unveil 
Their mylEries all, and happier days fucceed., 

S; C E N E . IIL ’ '' 

OILDIPUS, JOCASTA, HIGH, PRIEST, SGIXA, 
DIMAS, ARASPES, 'cHORirS, - / 

OEDIPUS. 

O ye, who to this hallow’d temple bring 
The mournful c it ’ring of your tears ; O whatE 
What idiali 1 (ay to my aTiclcd people? ' 

\¥ou’d I ccuH turn the wrath of angry. heavhi 
Againfl rnyfelf^, and cuench the deadly Same ! . 

But O ! in iiiiiverfal ills like thde, ' 'p 
Kings are but men, and only can pratnke ■ . ■ ' 

The common danger. , Sp}u tliou miniiJer' 

Of 
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OF die juil: gods, fay, do they fdll refufe 
'Fo hear the voice of miPry 5 Fill reicntlefs 
IVill they behold us periili, are they deaf 

And fileiit Hill ? 

HIGH PRIEST, 

King, people, HHeii all : 

This night did I behold the flame of heav’ii 
'Defcending on our altars ; to my eyes 
The ghailly flaade of Laius then appear’d, 
Indignant frown’d upon me, and thus fpoke 
In fearful accents, terrible to hear : 

The death of Laius is ftill unreveng’d. 

The murth’rer lives in Thebes, and doth infccl- 
The wholefome air with his malignant breath ; 
He miifl: be known, he mult be punillied, 

And on his fate depends the people’s fafety/’ 

OEDIPUS. 

Juitly ye fufFer, Thebans, for this crime ; 

Laius was once your lov’d and honour’d king. 
And your neglecl hath from kis manes drawn 
This ven<2;ean€e on you. Such is oft the fate 
Of the beil fovTeigns.; whilil they live, rcipci,?: 
Waits on their laws, their juftice is r.drniPc!, , 

And they like gods arc ferv’d, like gods ador’d ; 
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But after death they fmk into oblivion. 

No longer then your flatt’ring incenfe burns r 
The fervile mind of wretched man ftill bends 
To’^int’refl: ; and when virtue is departed, 

^Tis fooii forgotten : therefore doth the blood- 
Of murther’d Laius now cry out agaihft yolrJ^ 

And fues for vengeance to offended heav’m 
To fprinkle on his tomb the murthher^s blood 
Will better far than flaughter’d hecatombs 
Appeafe his fpirit : be it all our care * 

To feek the guilty wretch. Can none remember 
Aught touching this fad deed? Amidft your figns 
And wonders, cou’d no footffeps e’er be trac’d 
Of this unpunifli’d crime? They always told me 
It was a Theban, who againil his 
Uplifted his rebellious hand. For m.e [To 
Who from thy hands receiv’d the crown, two years 
After the death of Laius did I mount 
The throne of Thebes, and never fince that hour 
Wou’d I recall the fubject of thy tears. 

But in refpedlfiil filence waited ftill 5 
Still have thy dangers bufy’d all my foul, 

Noi’ left me time to think on aught but thee. 


JOCASTA, 
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JOCASTA. 

When fate^ which had refeiv’d me for tliy arni^^. 
Depriv'd me' of my late unhappy lord,* 

Who, journeying o'er his kingdom’s frontiers^ fell. 
By bafe aiTarn’is, Pnorbas then alc-ne 
Attended him;> bis lov’d and valued friend 5 
To whom the king, relying on his tviiyom, 

Entrufted half his pow’r: he brought to Tiieces. 

The mangled corfe : hiniicif half dead \rlLh 'v/cunJs,. 
And bath'd in blood, fell at jeerdnfs feet ; 

Villains unknown (he cry’d) have ilain.the king’S, 
Thefe eyes beheld it : I was dying too. 

But heaven hath rellor’d me to prolong 
A wretched H^-.feiano more.f' Mvibul ” 

Aiimradtcd faw the melancholy truth 
Was ftiil couceard ; ,aiid therefore heav’n perhaps 
Conceal’d the murm’rer too ; perhaps acccmplilh’d 
Its own eternal will, and- made us guilty. 

That it might piinifii* ■ Soon the flfninx appears, 
And laid our country wane : then haplcfs 1 !icbc'% 
Attentive to htr fafsty, con’d not tiiink 
On Laiirs’ fate, whliU treml ling for her own. 

O !0 i i“ 0 b* 

. Wivirc is that isithful ?ho:baC'? hves be ftill ? 

JOCASTA. 
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JOCASTi^. 

Alas ! his zeal and fervice ill repaid. 

Too powhful to be lov’d, the jealous ftate 
His fecret foe, nobles and 'people join’d 
To punifli him for piaft felicity. 

The multitude accus’d him, ev’n demanded 
Of me his death ; fore prefs’d on. ev’ry fide, 

I knew net how to pardon or condemn, 

But to a neighbouring caftle I convey’d him. 

And hid the guildefs victim from their rage. 

There four long winters hath the poor old man. 

To future favorites a fad eraimple, 

Without a murmur or complaint remain’d. 

And hopes frem innocence alone releafe, 

OEDIPUS, 

It is enough, jocafea. Fly, begone, 

[Ti Ms fervants^ 

Open the prifon, bring him hither ftrait, 

\Y e will examine him before you all ; 

Laius and Thebes fiiall he aveng’d together : ' ' 

Yes, we will hear and judge, will found the depth 
Of tins ftrange myfiery. Ye gods of Thebes, 

Who hear our pray’rs. and know the murth’rer, now 
Reveal, andpimiilij and thou, ' Sun, with-hold 

' From 
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From. Ills dark eyes thy blefled light ! profcrib^dj,, 
Abandon’dj Jet him wander o%*the eaith 
A wretched mifcreant, by his Tons abhoiT'cl^. 

And to his mother horrible ! depriv’d 
Of burial, let his body be the prey 
Of hungry vultures ! 

HIGH PRIEST. 

In thefe execrations 

We. all unite,. 

OEDIPUS^. 

Gods ! let the guilty fufFer^, 

And they alone ! or if the high decrees 
Of your eternal jiiftice leave to me 
His punifliment, at leaft indulgent grant,. 

Where. command, the power to obey ; 

'Tf you purfue the guilty, O complete 

.The glorious work, and make the vicSIim known ! 

[To the people^- 

Return, my people, to the temple ; there 
Once more entreat the gods r perhaps your' pray h*s 
May from their heav’nly manlion:% draw tlieni down 
To dwell amongft us: if they lov’d the king, 

They will avenge his death, ' and kind tO' him , 


Who 
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Who errs unknowing, will direct this arm 
For juffice raisM, and teach me where to ftrike. 

The End of the First Act. 


ACT IL SCENE L 

JOCASTA, EGINA, ARASPES, CHORUS. 
ARASPES. 

B elieve me, *tis too true, my royal miftrefs. 
Your dying people, with one common voice, 
Accufe the haplefs Philodletes : fate 
Hath fent him back to fave this wretched kingdom^ 
JOCASTA. 

What do I hear, ye powhs ? . 

EGINA. 

^Tis wonderful. 
JOCASTA. 

Who ? Philoaetes? 

ARASPES. 

Yes, it mull: fee he: 

To whom can we Impute- it but to him ?' 

When laft at Thebes, he feemy to meditate 
A deed like this ; for much he hated Laius : 


From 
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From Oedipus his trait'rous purpofe fcarce 
Cou’d he conceal ; for foon unwary youth ' / 
Betrays itfeif : focn thro’ the thin diiguife 
Of ill'diilembled loyalty, we faw 
The rancour of his heart. I know not what 
Provoked him, but too warm and open, ever 
The flav^e of paffion, he woidd. kindle oft 
At the king's name, and often pour forth threats 
Of vengeance : for feme time he left the kingdom^ 
But fate foon brought the reftlefs waiid'rer back ; 
And at that fatal time, which heavhi diftinguifli'd 
By the detefted fliocldng parricide, 
ffe-WSS,^tThebes : e'er fince that dreadful hour> 
Sufpicion juilly falls on Philoctetes ; 

But the high name which he had gain'd in war^ 

His boafted title of earth’s great avenger. 

And his heroic deeds,- have fiopp’d the tongue 
Of clamour, and fufpended yet the ftroke 
Of our refentment. , . Now the time is come 
When Thebes ftiail think no more of vain refpecl ^ 
His glor}’ and his coiiquefts plead no more ; 

The hearts of an opprcjled people groan ; 

The gods require his blood, and miifl: be heard*, , 


CHORUS. 


OEDIPUS. 


■■ CHORUS. 

O queen ! have pity on a wretched people, , 

Who love and honour theCj revere the gods. 

And follov/ their example ; yield up to us 
Their vifiini, and prefent our vows to heav’nj, ■■ , 
For heavhi vdll hear them, if they come from thce^ 
JOCASTA. 

0 ! if my life can mitigate its 

1 give it freely ; take the facrifice ; 

Accept my blood; but O ! demand no more# 
Thebans, be gone. , 

S CT N E IL 

■ JdCASTA, EGINA. 

EGINA. 

How I lament thy fate ! 
jOCASTA. 

Alas ! I envy thofe whom death has freed 
From all their cares : but what remains for me, 

What pain and torment to a virtuous heart ! ^ 

EGINA. ' 

^Tis terrible indeed : the chimVcus people, 

%¥ann’d with falfe 2ea]5 will cry aloud for vengeance,' 
And foon demand their viclim. -I forbear 


Taccuie 
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From Oedipus his trait’rous purpoie fcarce 
Cotr’d he conceal 5 for foon unwary youth 
Betrays itfelf : foon thro’ the thin difgiiire 
Of ill' diiTembled loyalty, we faw 
The rancour of, his heart, I know not what 
Provok’d hiiii, but too warm and open, evx-r 
The flave of pailion, he woifd .kiindle oft - 
At the khig’s name, and often pour forth threats 
Of vengeance : for feme time he left the kingdom^ 
But fate foon brought the reftlefs wand’rer back ; 
And at that fatal time, which heavhi diftinguilh’d 
By the deteSed fhocldng parricide, 
fic^W-^ajiLThebes : e’er fmee that dreadful hour> 
Sufpicion juftly falls on Philodietes : 

But the high name which he had gain’d in 'war. 

His beaded title of earth’s, great aveiiger. 

And his heroic deeds,- have flopp’d the tongue 
Of clamour, and fufpended yet the ftroke 
Of our refentment. ISrow the time is come 
When Thebes fhall think no more of vain refpecl- 
His glory and his conqiiefls plead no more 
■The hearts of an oppreiled people groan ; 

The gods re^quire his blood, and miift be heard* 


CHORU'S. 
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CHORUS. 

O queen ! have pity on a wretched people^ 

Who love and honour thee^ revere the gods. 

And follow their example 5 yield up to us 
Their vidlimj and prefent our vows to heav’n; ■ 

For heav’nwill hear them^ if they come from thee# 
JOCASTA. 

0 ! if my life can' mitigate its wrath^ 

1 give it freely 5 take the facrifice ; 

Accept my blood ; but O ! demand no more# 
Thebans^ be gone. 

S C ' E N E IL 

JdCASTA, EGINA. 

EGINA. 

How I lament thy fate ! 
JOCASTA. 

Alas ! I envy thofe whom death has freed 
From all their cares : but what remains for mcj 
What pain and torment to a virtuous heart J 

EG IN a: 

^Tis terrible indeed : the clam’rous.people^ 

Warm’d wdth falfe zeah will cry aloud for vengeance^ 
And foon demand their vidtim. I forbear 

T’accuft 
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T’accufe him ^ but if he at' laft Ihou^d prove 
The murtherer of thy unhappy Lorcl^ 

How it muft £hock thy foul ! 

JOCASTA. 

ImpoiUble !' 

Such guilt andbaienefs never dwelt in him.. 

0 my Egina I Cnee our bonds of lore 
Were difunited, nought has pierc'd my heart 
Like this fufpicion ; this alone v/as wanting 
To make Jocalla mofi: completely wretched 
But ril not bear to hear him. thus accus'd 5. 

1 lov'd him, and he muft be innocent# 

EGINA*. 

That conftant love#. — 

JOCASTA. 

Nay, think not that my 
Still nourifhes a guilty pailion for him j 
I conquer’d that long Cnee 5 yet, dear Egina, 
Howe'er the- foul may act which virtue guides,. 
Its fecret motions, nature's children, ftil! 

Muft force their way ; they will not be fubdu'cl,. 
But in the folds and windings of the heart, 

Lurk ftill, and ruih upon us ^ hid in fires 
We thought extinguiflr’d,. from their afhes rife : 
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■heart 


In 
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In the hard conEicSj rigid virtue may 
Refift the pahioiis, but can ne'er deftroy them. 
EGINA. 

How juftj and yet how noble is thy grief! 

; Such fend men ts !• — ” 

J OCA ST A. 

Jocafta is moft wretched ; 

Thou know’ft my mifries, and thou know’fl: my hearty 
Egina : twice hath Hymen lit his torch 
^For me, and twice hath chang'd my flavery, 

For fuch it was ; the only man I lov’d. 

Torn from my arms. Forgive me, ye juft gods. 
The fad remembrance of a conquer’d paffion. 

Egina, thou wert witneft of our loves, 

, Thofe ties, alas ! diflblv’d as foon as made : .. 

Then Oedipus, my fovereign, fought and gain’d me, 
„ Spite of myfelf. I took the diadem, 

Begirt with forrows. To forget the paft 
Became my duty then, and I obey’d. 

Thou know’ft I ftifled ev’ry tender thought 
Of my firft love, difguis’d an aching heart. 

Drank up my tears, and even from myfelf 
f Strove to conceal my griefs. 

EGINA, ' 

How cou’d you venture 
The dang’rous trial of a fecond marriage ? 

jocasta; 


48 O E D, 1'“' P U S,, 

JOCASTA, ^ 

Alas! . 

^EGIN'A* 

Will you forgive me ? fliall I fpealc ? 
JOCASTA. 

Thou may’ft. 

EG IN A. 

" The king, the conqueror fubdu’d thee 
You gave your hand as a reward to him 
Who fav’d your country. 

JO'CASTA. 

Gracious gods ! 

EG IN A. 

Was he 

Happier than Laius ? Was, your Philoftetes 
Forgotten then, or did they fhare your heart ? 
JOCASTA. 

Thebes, by a cruel monfter then laid wafte, 

Had promis'd its deliverer my hand j 
The conqueror of the fphinx was worth? of me, 
EGINA„ 

You lov'd him then ? 

JOCASTA. 

I felt feme tendernefs 

For Oedipus j but O ! 'twas far from love : 
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-'1 was not, Egiiia, that tumultuous paffion, 

T. h impetuous offspring of my ravifli’d fenfes, 

, 2'^ot the fierce flame that bum’d for Philoftetes j 

' Who, fey his fatal charms, fubdu’d my reafon,’ 

And pour’d, love’s fweeteft poifon o’er myheJt : 
Enenclfiiip fincere was all I cou’d beftow 
On Oedipus, for much I priz’d his virtue ; 

And pleas’d, beheld him mount the-, throne, of Thebes 
W hich he had lav’d j but, wliilfl: I follow’d him, 

^ Ev n at the altar, my affrighted foul, 

I Wherefom^I knew not, was moft ftmngely mov’d. 
And I retir’d with horror to his arms. 

To tnis a dreadful omen did fucceed : 

Methought, Egina, in the dead of night, 

, I faw the gulph of. hell yawn wide before me j 
When lo ! the fplrit of my murther’d Lord, 

Bloody and pale, with threat’ning afped flood. 

And pointed to my fon j that fon, Egina, 

Which I to Laius bore, and to the gods 
; Offer’d, a cruel pious facrifice. 

They beckon’d me to follow them, and feem’d 
To drag me with them to the horrid gloom 
^ Of Tartarus : my troubled foul long kept 
The fad idea, and muft keep it ever. 

Now Philoifletes doubles ev’ry woe. 

egina, 
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■EGINA* ^ 

I heard a nolfe that waj, and, fee he comts^ 
JOCASTA, 

^Tis he 5 I tremble ; but I will avoid hioi» 

SCENE III 

JOCASTA, PHILOCTETES, 
PHILOCTETES. 

Do not avoid me, do not fly, Jocafta, 

From Philodletes ; turn, and look upon me : 

0 ! fpeak to me, nor fear my jealous tears 
Should interrupt the new-born happinefs 
Of thy late nuptials : think not that I came 
To caft reproaches on thee, or with fighs 
To win thy lofl: affection : vulgar arts, 

Unworthy of us both ! the heart, Jocafta, 

That burn’d for thee, and if I may recall 

Thy plighted faith, was once not hateful to thee, 
Has learn’d, from thy example, not to feel 
Weaknefs like that. 

JOCASTA.' . , 

I muft approve thy condudl:, 

And ’tis but fit I vindicate my own : 

1 lov'd thee, Philo(3:etes | but my fate 

’ Tore 
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Tore me from thee, and gave me to another. 

Thou know’ft what woes the horrid fphinx, by heav'n ■ 
Appointed to z&iSt us^ brought on Thebes : 

Too well thou know'ft that Oedipus 

• ' PHILOCTETES. j,;’ 

Is thine j j; 

1 know it, and is worthy of the blelEng : 

Young as he was, his wifdom fav’d thy country ; 

His virtues, his fair deeds, and what ffill more ; 

Exalted, him, Jocaflai’s love, have rankkl 
Thy Oedipus among the firft of men. ; 

Wherefore did cruel fortune, ftlll refolv’d ‘ 

To punifli Philodletes, drive me hence. 

To feek vain trophies in adiftant land I 
O ! if the conquhor of the fphinx was doom’d 1 

To Conquer thee, why was not I at Thebes ? j , 

Fd not have labour’d in the fruitlefs fearch | 

Of idle myftVies, wrapp’d , in words of darknefs; I 

This arm, to conquefi: long beneath thy fmiics " 

Accuflom’d, fliould have drawn, the vengeful fWord, .Iv 
And laid the howling monfer at thy feet. | 

Blit O ! a happier arm has wrefted from me ' j?' 

That nobleit triumph, and deferv’d Jocafki. p 

JQCASTA. ' ■ ' 

Alas ! thou know^il not yet what ills- await thee. ' 

Vot. 1. D ' PHI- 1;. 
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. PHILOCTETES. 

Thee and Alcidcs I have loft already : 

Is there aiight more to fear ? 

JOCASTA. 

Thou dwelFfi at Thebesi 
The deteftatfon of avenging gods ; 

7Te baiieful peftilence ftalks forth amongft us | 

'llie blood of Laius cries aloud, and heav'n 
Piirfacs us ftill : the murtherer muft bleed ; 

He has been fought fori fome have dadd to fay 
That he is found, and call him Philocletes. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Aftonlfiiment ! the bafe fufpiclon fliocks 
My foul, and bids my tongue be filent ci^'er 
On the opprobrious theme : accuPd of murther ! 
Murthh'ing thy hufband ! thou can^ft ne’er believe It* 
JOCASTA. 

O ! never! ftv/ere injurious to thy honour 
To combat fuch impofture, or refute 
The vile afperfion : no, thou know’ft my heart, 
Thoii.hntrft my love, and coiufft not do a deed 
Ujiworthy of it. Let them perifti all, 

Thefe worthlefs Thebans, who deferve their fate 
For thus fiifpecling thee : but, hence ! begone ! 

Our 
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Oar vows are fruitlefs : heav’n referves for thee 
Superior bleflings. Thou wert bom to ferve 
The godsj whofe wifdom v/ouM not bury here 
Virtues like thine, or fuffer love to rule 
A heart defigii’d for univerfal fway, 

And courage fit to -fave arid blefs mankind • 

111 wouM it fuit the follower of Alcides 
To lofe his inoments in the fond concerns. 
The little cares of love. Thy hours are due 
To the unhappy and the injur’d : they 
Will all. thy time, and all thy virtue claim. 
Already tyrants throng on ev’ry fide ^ 

Alcides dead, new monfters rife ; go, thou, 

And give the world another Hercules. 

Oedipus comes ; permit me to retire ; 

Not that I fear the weaknefs of my heart, 

But as Jocafta lov’d thee once, and he 

Is now my hufoand, I fliou’d blufl! before jon* 

SCENE' IV. ■ 

OEDIPUS, PHILO, CTETES, ARASFES 
OEDIPUS. 

Say’fi: thou.^ Arafpes, is he here, the prince, 
The noble Philoaetes ? 

D 2 
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PHILOCTli:XJ:S, 



Ycsj his he 5 

Led by blind fortune to this haplefs clirrie^ 
Where angiy lieav’n hath made me fufFer wrongs 
I am not us"d to bear. I know the crimes 
Laid to my charge i but think not that I mean 
To juftify myfelf: too well 1 know thee 
To think that Oedipus wouY ever ftoop 
To fuch low mean fufpiclons-: no ! thy fame 
Is mix’d v/idi mine, in the fame fleps of honour 
We trod together. Thefeus, Hercules, 

And Philocietes, pointed out to thee 
The paths of glory ; do not then difgrace 
1 'heir names, and taint thy own, by calumny^ 
But keep their bright examples ftill before theci 

OEPIPUS. 

All that I wi{h is but to fave my country, 

And if I can be ufefui to mankind. 

This is th’ ambition I wou’d fetisfy. 

And this the lefTon which thofe heroes taught, 
"^Vhom thou haft: follov/’d, and wliom I admire. 

I meant not to accufcthce ': had Ichofe 
The people’s vi^ftim, it had been myfelf. 

I think it but the duty of a king ’ 


To 
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To perifli for his country. :■ ’tis an honour 
Too great for common men. Then had I fav’d 
Once more my Thebans, yielded up my iif-. 

And ilielteEd thine : but ^twas not in rny pow'r. 

The blood of guilt muft flow, thcu llaiid’fc acciifed., 
Defend thyfelf : if thou art innocent, 

None fhall rejoice fb much as Oedipus 5* 

Nor as a criminal ihall then receive thec, 

Blit as mj noble friend, as Philocietcc. 

PHILO C TET.ES. 

I thought myfcif, indeed, above fuihicion : 

From many a bafe affaffin has tliis arm, 

While Jove’s dread thunder flept, reliev’d mankindf 
Whom we chaftife, we feldom imitate. 

OEDIPUS. 

I do not think thou would’ft difgrace thy name, 

And thy fair martial deeds, by fuch a crime. 

If Lai us fell by thee, he fell vrith honour, 

I doubt it not, for I muft do thee juftice. 

PHILOCTETES, 

If I had flain him, I had only gain’d 

One added triumph. Kings, indeed, are gods 

To their o^yn fubjecls, but to Hercules, 

Or me, they were no more than common men. 

D 3 I 
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' i * ' . 

i; I I have avchg’d the wrongs of mighty princes ; 
j And, therefore, little, thou may'ii think, fliou'd fear 
I T’ attack the braveft. 

■'i' ; OEDIPUS. 

■ 'j Pierces, like thyfelf. 

Are eq-iiai evm to kings, I know they are : 

■I But ftill remember, prince, whoe^'er flew Laius, 

I His head muft aiifwer for the woes of Thebes 5 

!' ■ s 

' ; And thouc“- — 

f ^HILOCTETES. 

I flew him not ; let that fulHce. 

If I had done the deed, I woifd have own’d, 
■■^4liSi|Nay boafted of it. Hear me, Oedipus, 

/ Though vulgar fouls, by vulgar methods," deign 
•id To vindicate their injurd honour : king's 
: And heroes, when they fpeak, expecl, no doubt, 

|i To be believ’d : perhaps thou dofr fiifpect 
|: I murther’d Laius. -It becomes not thee, 

I'. Of all men, to accufe me : to thy hand 

Devolv’d his feeptre and his queen. XYiio rcapul 
1: The fruits ofLaius's death, but Oedipus? 

Who took the fpoils r Who fill’d his throne ? iNot I : 

■ That objedf never tempted Phi!o&tes : 
i Aicideii 
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OEDIPUS. 

Alcides never wou’d accept a crown : 

We knew no mafter/ and defir'd no fabjefe : 

I have made kings, but never wifti’d to be one, 

But ^tis beneath me to refute the faliliood. 

For innocence is leflbn’d by defence. 

OEDIPUS. 

Thy pride offends me, whilfl thy virtue charms. 

If thou art j^uilrlefs, thou liriT: nought to fear 
From iuftice and the laws; thy innocence 
Will fhine with double fpkndor: dwcli with us. 

And wait th’ event, 

FHILOCTETBS, 

My honour is concern^. 

And therefore I fliail ftay ; nor hence depart 
Till I have ample vengeance for the wrongs 
Thy bafe fufpicions caft on Philoftetes. 

S C E N E V. 

OEDIPUS, ARASPES, 

OEDIPUS. 

Arafpes, I can never think him guilty :■ 

A heart like Kis, intrepid, brave, and fearlefs, . 

CouM never ftoop to mean difguife ; nor thoughts 
So noble e’er infpire the timid breaft 

D 4 Of 
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Of fiufeiiood : no ! fuch bafenefs i$ far from him : , 

I even bluili’d t'accufe him, and condemn’d 
My own injuftice : hard and cruel fate 
Of royalty ! alas I kings cannot read 
The hearts of men, and oft on innocence, 

' Spite of oiirfelves unjuft, inilidl: the pains 
Due to the guilty. How this Phorbas lingers ! 

In him alone are all my hopes ; the gods 
Refufe to hear or anfvyer to our vows ; 

Their fdence ihcus how much they are ofiended* 
ARASPES. 

Rely then on thyfelf : the gods, whofe aid 
This prieft hath promis’d, do not always dwell 
Within their temples ; tripods, caves, and cells. 
The brazen mouths that pour forth oracles, 

Which men had fram’d, by men may bo infpir^d ; , 
We muft not reft our fttith on priefts alone ; 

Ev’n in the fandtuary traitors oft 

May lurk unieen, exert their pious arts ■ 

T’enflave mankind, and bid the deftinies 
Speak or be lllent juft as they command them. 

Search then, and find the truth, examine ali ^ 
Phorbas, and Philodtetes, and Jocafta. ‘ 

Truft to yonrfcif ; let our own eyes detennine; 

Be they our tripods, oracles, and gods, 

■ ^ op:dipus 
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59 


OEDIPUS. 

Within the temple, thinkTt thou, perfidy 
Like this can dwell : but ifjuR heavhi at laft 
Shouy fix our fate» and Oedipus be calFd 
Xo execute its will, he will receive 
The precious trufi:, the fafety of his country. 
Nor adl unworthy of it. To the gods 
Once more I go, and with inceflant pray’r 
Will try to iboth their anger: thou, mean time, 
If thou woudhl: wife to ferve me, ba&en onward 
The lingering Phorbas ; in our haplefs fiate> 

I muil enquire the truth of gods and men. 

The End of the Second Act. 


■ , Act IlL ■ S C E N E L_ ■ 
JO CASTA,. EG IN A, 

JOCASTA. 

Y es, my Egina, I expeci him here; 

^I'is the laft time thefe eyes fiiall e’er behold ■ ; 
The wretched Philodietes* 

EGINA,/ 

” Thou haft heard. 

My royal miftreis, to what des’prate. high th ■ - 

. ■ D 5 . . The 
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The cliimVous people carrj’ their refentoient ; 

Our dying Thebans from his punilliment 
Expect their fafety. Old men, Vv^omen^ children^ 
United by misfortunes, breath forth vengeance ; 
Pronounce him guilty, and cry out that heavhi 
Demands his blood : can^'ft thou refift the torrent^ 
Defend, or fave him ? 

JO CASTA. 

Yes : I v/ili defend him ; 

. Even though Thebes fhou’d lift the murth rous hand 
Againft her queen, beneath her fmoaking ■walls 
To cruih Jocafla, ne’er woii’d I betray 
Such injur’d innocence j but ftill I fear 
The tongue of Hander : well thou know’ll my heart 
Once figli’d for Philocietes j now, Egina, 

Will they not fay I facrifice to him 

My fame, my gods, my country, and my hufband ? 

Will they not fay Jocafta loves him fiill ? 

EGINA. 

Calm thy vain fears ; thy paiEon had no wltnefs 
But me, and never — 

JOCASTA. 

Think’ft thou that a prlnccfs 
Can e’er conceal her hatred or her love ? 


O 
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i ' 

O no I on. ev^^ry fide the eager eyes ^ I 

Of courtiers look upon us : thro’ the veil i 

Of feignM refpecl, with fubtle treachery I 

They fearch our hearts, and trace out ev’ry weaknefs. : 
Nought can efcape their fharp malignant fight 5 • 

A little word, a figh, or glance betrays us ; 

Our very filence feall be made to fpeak 
Our thoughts j and when their biify artiiice. 

Spite of ourfelves, hath drawn the fecret fiom us, 

Then their loud cenlures caft invidious light 
O’er all our adlions, and th’inftrucled- world 
Is quickly taught to eccho ev’ry %veaknefs. 

EGINA. , 

But what haft thou to fear from calumny ? 

What piercing eye can w^ound Jocafta s fame ? . ■ 

Who knows thy love,, will know thy conqucft o’er it; i i 
Will know thy virtue ftill fupported thee, ; 

JOCASTA. ; 

It is that virtue which diftreffes me ; ^ : i- 

I look, perhaps, with too fevere an eye , : 

On my own weakneft, and accufe my felf . | * 

i' 

Uipiiftly ; but the image ftill remains j ' 

Of Philodletes, ’grav’d within my heart J i 

Too deep for time or virtue to efface it;. 1 ’ 

' An&. - 
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AnJ much I doubt, if when I ilrive to fjve him, 

I acf not lefs from juftice than from love ; 

-My pity hath too much of tcndernefs 
I trembie oft, aisJ oft reproach myfelf 
For my fond care j I cou’d be more his fiend, 

If he had been leis dear to me. 

egina. 

! But fay, 

i Is it your will that he depart ? 

JOCASTA. 
i It is ; 

I And O ! if he would liHen to Jocafta, 

Never return, never behold me more ; 

Fly from this fatal, this diftrefsful feene, 

\nd fave my life and fame. But what detains him s 
•Vhy haftes he not ? Egina, fly — 

I S C E N E II. ' 

j- PHILOCTETES, EGINA, JOCSATA, 
j’ JOCASTA. 

I , He’s here. 

' O Prince, my foul is on the rack 5 I bluQi 
To fee the man whom duty bids me fliun, 

Which fays I Ihould forget and not betray thee, 

Doubtleis 
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Doubticfs thou know’ll: the dreadful fate that hangs 
O’er thy devoted head. 

FHILOCTETES. 

The clam’^ous people 

Demand my life; but they have fuffer’d much^ - 
And therefore^ tho’ unjult, I pity them. 

JOCASTA.- 

Yield not thyfelf a victim to their rage : 

Away, begone ; as yet thou art thyfelf 
The mvifter of thy fate ^ but this perhaps 
Is the laft minute that can give me pow’r 
To fave thee : far, O fly far from Jocail^''. 

And, in return for added life, I beg thee 
But to forget ’twas I who thus preferv’d it. 


PHILOCTETES. 

I I cou’d have wiih’d, Jocafta, thou had’fl: fliewn 
I More ftrength of mind, and Ms compaiHon for me ; 

Prefer’d with me my honour to my life, 
i; And rather bade me dye than meanly quit , , . 

f My ftation here : I yet am innocent, 
j But in obeying thee I fliould be guilty, 

, f Of all the bleflings heav’n bellowed upon me. 

My honour and my fame alone remain 
f Uiitouch’d, O ! do not rob me of a treafure 
■ . J ■ So ' 
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So precious to me ; do not make me thus 
Unworthy of Jocafta. I have liv’dj 
Liv’d to fulfil the fate allotted to me ; 

Have pafs’d my facred word to Oedipus, 

And whatfoe’er fufpiclons he may cheriih, 

I am a ftranger to the breach of honour. 

JOCASTA. 

O PhilocSletes, let me here intreat thee^, 

By the juft gods, by that ill-fated paffion. 

Which once infpir’d thy breaft, if aught remains 
Of tender friendfhip,. if thou ftill remember’ft 
How mu<^nay happinefs on thine depended. 
Deign to prolong a glorious life, and days 
That fliould have been united with Jocafta’s. 

PHILOCTETES. 

To thee- devoted I wou’d have them ftill 
In equal tenor flow, and worthy of thee ; 

Tve livM far from tliee, audlhail die content. 

If diy regard attends me to the tomb. 

Who knows but heav’n may yet refufe to fee 
This bloody facrifice ; perhaps, in mercy 
It guided me to Thebes to fave Jocafta ; 

Shorten’d my days, perhaps, to lengthen thine. 
Happy event ! the blood of innocence 
May be accepted 5 mine is not unworthy. 

S C E N 
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SCENE III. 

OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, PHILOCTETES, EGINA, 
^ARASFES, with ATTENDANTS. 

OEDIPUS. 

Fear not the clamours of an idle crowd. 

That rage tumultuous, and demand thy death : 

Know, Phil'odfetes, I have calm’d their rage^ 

And will myfelf, if needful, be thy guard* 

I judge not with thehafty multitude. 

But wife to fee thy innocence appear ; 

My doubtful mind, uncertain where to 
Nor dares or to condemn, or to acquit thee : 

Heav’n can alone determine all, which bears 
My ardent pray’r 5 at length it feems appeas’d, 

And by its prieft feali foon point out the vicStim, 

The gods feali foon decide ’twixt Thebes and thee, 
PHILOCTETES. 

Great is thy love of truth, O king, but know 
Juftice extreme is heighth of injury 5 
We muft not always hearken to the voice : 

Of rigour : honour is the firft of laws, 

Let us obferve it. But thou feeft me funk 
Beneath myfelf, anfw’ring the flandrous tongiies 
Of bafe defamers, whom I feouM defpife. 

.0 
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O let not Oedipus unite with fuch 
To ruin my fair fame ! it is enough 
That I deny k ; kis enough to cali 
My life before thee. Let Alcides come^ " 

And bring with him the monfters I cleftroy’ds 
The tyrants I fubdued ; let thefe ftand forth 
My witneflesj and let my enemies confute them. 

But aik your priefi: whether his gods condemn me 5 
I’ll wait their fentence 5 not becaufe I fear it. 

But to preferve thy perfecuted people. 

SCENE iv: 

OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, HIGH PRIEST, ARASFES, 
PHILO CTETES, EGINA, ATTENDANTS, 
CHORUS. 

OEDIPUS. ' 

“Will heav’h at laft indulgent to our prayks 
Withdraw its vengeance ? By what murth’rous hand 
W as it offended ? 

PHILOCTETES. 

Speak, whofe blood mufl: flow 

For expiation ? 

HIGH PRIEST. 

Fatal gift of heav’n ! 

Unhappy knowledge ! to what dangers oft 

Doll 
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OEDIPUS. 

.Doft thou betray the heart of curious man ! 

O wou’d that fate, thus open to ray view. 

Had o’er its fecrets drawn th’eternal veil 
To hide thero from my 'fight ! 

PHILOCTETES. 

What evil bring’ft thou ? 
OEDIPUS. 

Corn’ll: thou the miniftcr of wrath divine ? 

PHILOCTETES, 

Fear nothing. 

OEDIPUS. 

Do the gods demand my life ? 

HIGH PRIEST. 

If thou giv’fl: credit to me, alk me not. 

OEDIPUS. 

Whatever be the fate which heav’n decrees, ^ 

The fafety of my country is concern’d. 

And I will kn ow it. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Speak. 

OEDIPUS. 

Have pity on us, 


Pity th’ alilicied, pity 
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UIGU PRIEST. 

Oedipus 

Deferves more^ much more, pity than his people^ 

LEADER OF TKE CHORUS* 

Oedipus loves them with paternal fondnels ; 

To his we join our' pray Vs. O I hear us thou 
Interpreter of heaven ; now hear, and fave I 

SECOND PERSON OF THE CHORUS. 

We dycj O ! fave us ! turn afide the wrath 
Of th’ angry gods , name the perfidious monfler I 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

Name him, and foon the parricide fliall dye* 

HIGH PRIEST. 

Unhappy men ! why will ye prefs me thus ? 

leader OF THE CHORUS. 

Speak but the word, he dies, and we are faved. 
HIGHPRIEST. 

O ! ye will tremble but to hear his name. 

When ye fhali know what pangs he muft endure. 
The God, who fpeaks by me, in pity dooms him 
To baniflimept alone j but dreadful ills 
Await the murthVer : driven to fell defpair 
His own rafh hand fhall to the wrath of heavVi 
Add woes more deep and heavier puniihmeiit : 

■Ev’ii 


OEDIPUS* ^ 

^ you flaall fhudder at his fate, and owA ‘ 

Your fafety purchas’d at a rate too dear, 

OEDIPUS*. 

Obey then, 

PHILOCTETJgS, 

Speak, 

OEDIPUS. 

Still obftinate ! ' 

HIGH PRIEST, 

P.cmembery 

If I muft fpeak, that thou did ’ll force me to it* 

OEDIPUS, 

Infuff’rable delay ? I’JI bear no more* 

I 

HIGH PRIEST, 

Since thou wilt hear it then, ’tis — > .j 

OEDIPUS. ' ’ : 

Ha ! fpeak, who ? 

HIGH PRIEST. 

*Tis — Oedipus. | 

OEDIPUS. : ; 

.* I? 

■ ■ 1 

HIGH PRIEST. r 

■- Thou, unhappy Prince^ ' i 

SECOND' ' "'4 

■■ I- 


Thou art the man. 
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OEDIPUS. 

SECOND PERSON OF THE CHORUS. 

Alas ! what do I hear ! 
JOCASTA. 

Say^ can it be, interpreter of lieavhi ? [To Oodlpu-L 
Thou, Oedipus, the murthVer of myhuibaiid! 

To whom Jocafta yielded with herfdf 
The throne of Thebes : the orade is ihlfe 5 
I know it is ^ thy virtues muft confute it. 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

^ O I heaven, whofe pow’r decrees the fate of mortals^ 
O ! name another, or to death devote us ! 

PHIL0CTETES- 

■ - [Turning to Oedipus\ 
Think not I mean to render ill for ill j 
Or from this feange reverfe of fortune take 
A mean advantage, to return the wrongs 
I fuffer’d from thy people and from thee : 

No, Oedipus, rii do thee noble juilice, 

That juftice thou denyd'ft to Philocietcs. 

Spite of the gods, I think thee innocent, 

And here I oSer thee my willing hand 
AgainPc thy foes : I cannot hefitate 

Which 



OEDIPUS. 


Which I fiiQiihl ferve, a pontiff or a king* 

Wis a prielEs bufiaafss x^=^hcfoe^er he be^ 

Bj whatfoever deity infpir'd. 

To pray for^ not to curre5 his royal mafien 
OEDIPtrs. 

Tranfcendent virtue !. execrable traitor f ' 

Here I behold a demi-goci, and there 
A bafe iiTipoftor : fee the g^oriouS* privilege 
Of altars 5 tlianks to their proteciing veil, 

With lips profane thou haft abufed the pov/ r, 

Giv’n thee by heaven,, to arraigil thy king 5 
And yet thou thlnk'fc the facred minlAry 
Thou haft difgraced fhall withhold my wrath : 
Traitor, thou ftiould’ft have perifh’d at the altar 
Before thofe gods whofe voice thou haft ufurp'd. 
HIGH PRIEST, 

My life is in thy hands, and thou art now 
The mailer of my fate : feize then the time 
Whilft-^bt thou art fo, for to-day thy doom . 

Will be pronounc’d. Tremble, unhappy Prince, 
Thy reign is pail: ^ a hand unfeen fufpends 
T^he fatal fword that glitters o'er thy head : 

Soon fhall thy confeious foul v^ith horror feel 
The weight of guilt 5 foon fhaitthou quit the throne^ 
iVhere now thou ftt’ft fecure, to wander forth 

'A 



O E £> I P U t 

A wretched exile in a diftant land ; 

Of wholefome water and of facred fire 
Depriv’d, fhalt take thy folitarj way, 

And to the caves and hollow rocks complain* 
Where’er thou goeftj a vengeful God fliall ftill 
Purfue thy fteps s ftill fhalt thou call on death. 

But call In vain : heav’n, that beholds thy fate^ 

Shall hide itfelf in darknefs from tliy fight i 
To guilt and fbrrow doom’d, thou lhall regret 
Thy^pfe, and wifh that thou had’ft ne’er been bom, 

OEDIPUS. 

Thus far I have conftrain’d my wrath, and heard thee, 
Piieft, if thy blood were wo’rthy of my fword^ 

Thy life flaou’d anfw^er for this infolehce : 

But hence, begone; nor urge my temper further. 
Thou author of abominable falfehood. 

kiGH PRIEST. 

Thou cail’ft me hypocrite, and bafe impoftor ; 

Thy father thought hot fo. 

OEDIPUS. 

WJjo ? PoJj^bus ? 

My father, faid’fl: thou ? 

HIGH PRIEST, 

Thou wilt know too fooif 
Thy wretched fate : to day fhall give thee birth j 

To 


n 
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To day fhall give thee death : unhappy maHj 
Tell me who gave thee birth, or fay with whoni 
Thou liv’ft, befet with forrows and with crimes 
^For thee alone refetv^d. O Gotinth ! Phocis ! 
Detefted nuptials ! impious wretched race^ 

Too like its parent ftem ! whofe deadly rage 
Shall fill the world with horror and amaze* 

Farewell, 

SCENE V. 

OEDIPUS, PHILOCXETBS, JOCASTA* 
OEDIPUS. 

His laft words fix me to the earth 
Immoveable ; my paffion is fubfided j 
I know not where lam: me thinks Fome god 
Defcended from above to calm my rage 
Who to his prieft imparted pow’r divine. 

And by his facred voice pronounc^'d my ruin. 

PHILOCTETES. 

If thou hadft nought Uoppofe but king to kihgj 
I woTd have fought for Oedipus ; but know 
That Pfiefts are here more formidable foes, 

Becaufe refpedled, fear'd and honour’d more. 
Supported by his oracles, the prieft . 

sMi- 
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Shall often make, his fovVcign crouch beneath him ^ 
Wliilft his weak people^ dragg’d in holy chainsy 
Embrace the idol ; tread on facred laws 
With pious zeal, and think they honour heav’'n 
When they betray their mafter and their king : 

But above all> when inf reft, fruitful parent 
Of riot and licentioufnefs, increafe 
Their impious rage, and back their infolence. 

OEDIPUS. 

Alas ! thy' virtue doubles ail my woes^j 
For great as my misfortunes is thy foul | 

Beneath the weight of care that hangs upon me, 

Who ftrives to comfort can but more opprefs. 

What voice is this which from my inmoft foul 
Pours forth complaints ? What crime have I com^ 
mitted.,? 

Say, vengeful gods, is Oedipus fo guilty ? 

JO CASTA. 

Talk not of guilt, my lord, your dying people 
Demand a vicl:im j we mull: fave our country | 

Delay it not : I was the wife of*Laius, i 

And I alone fhou’d pcrifh : let me i'eek 
The wandVing /^nrit of my murtliery lord ' 

On the infernal Ihore, and calm his rage : 

, ^ Yes/ 
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Yes, I Will go : may the kind gods accept 
My life, and alk no other facrifice ! 

May thy Jocafta fave her Oedipus ! | 

OEDIPirSi 

And woud’ft thou dye ! are there not woes enough ; 

HeapM on this head ? O ! ceafe, my lov'd Jocafta, ' 

This mournful language, I am funk already . 5 

Too deep in grief without new miferies, , \ 

Without thy death to fill my cup of forrow. : 

Let us go ill : I muft clear up a doubt t 

Too jtiftly form’d, I fear : but follow me. ; 

JOCASTA* 

How coud’ft thou e’er, my !ord-^ — ^ ^ 

OEDIPUS, ;■ 

No more: comei% ^ 

And there confirm my terrors, or remove them. S 

■ 

The End of the Third Act. f 

' ■ . i 

■f 

f 

voL. L ■ , t -A c;t. I 
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A C T IV. SC E N E I» 

OEDIPUS, JOCASTA. 

OEDIPUS. 

■f' D C A S T A, ’tis in vain : fay what thou wiitj 
" Thefe terrible fufpidons haunt the ftil] ; 

'I'he prieft affrights me j I acquit him now, 

And ev’n j in fecret, am my own accufer. 

O ! I have afk’d myfelf feme dreadful queffions j 
A thoufand ftraiigO events, which from my mind 
Were long effac’d, ttOw tulh in crouds upon mt. 
And harrow up my foul ; the pift obftru&. 

The prefent but confounds me, and the futurs 
Is big with horrid truths 5 on ev’jy fide 
Guilt waits my footfteps. 

jfOCASTA. 

Will not virtue guard thee I 
Art tlidu rioi fure that thou art innocent f 

OEDIPUS. 

W’ere oft iriord giiilty than we think we are. 
JOCASTA. 

Difdain the madiiefs of a talking prieft. 

Nor thus excUfe him vvith unmanly fears. 

OEDIPUS 
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OEDIPUS. 

Mow in the name of the unhappy king. 

And angry heaven, let me fiitreat thee, fay. 

When Lai us undertook that fatal .journej. 

Did guards attend him ? 

j'OCASTA, , ^ 

Tve already told tliet';, 

One follow’d.him alone, . - 

OEDIPUS. 

And only one ^ 

■ ; ' JOCASTA, 

Superior even to the rank he bore, . - . 

He was a king^, who, like tbyfelf, difdidny 
All irkfome pomp, ahd never wou’d permit 
An idle train of Haves to march before him. 

Amidft his happy fubjeSs fearlefs ftill, 

And ftill unguarded liv’d in peace and fafetyv 
And thought his people’s love his beft, defence 

OEDIPU S. ' 

Thou beft of kings, fent by indulgent heavhi 
To mortals here; thou exemplary greatnets ! 

Cou’d ever Oedipus his:barb’rous hand 

E 2 . JJk 



L-ift againil thee ? but if thou can'ft, Jocaila^ 
Defcribe him to me. 

JOCASTA. 

Since thou wilt recall 

The fad remembrance, hear w’hat Laius was : 
Spite of the frofi: which hoaiy age had fpread 
O er his fair temples in declining age. 

Which yet was vigorous, his eyes fparkled ftill 
With all the fire of youth, his wrinkled forehead 
Beneath, his filver locks attraSred awe 
And rev’rence from mankind : if I may dare 
To (iiy it, Laius much refembled thee i 
With pleafure I behold in Oedipus 
Id is virtues and his features thus united* 

‘What have I faid t’alarm thee thus ? — — 

OEDIPUS. 

I lee 

Some ftrange misfortune wdll overtake me foon | 
The prieft, I fear, was by the gods infpir’d, 

And but too truly hath foretold my fate : 

CoTd I do this, and was it poiiible ? 

JOCASTA. 

Are then thefe holy inftruments of Iieavhi 
Infallible ? Their miniftry indeed 
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Binds them to th’altar, they approach the gods, 

But they are mortals flil! ^ and thinkTc thou then 
T ruth is dependent on the flight of birds ? 

Tliiiik’ft thou, expiring by the facred knife^ 

The groaning heifer fliall for them alone 
Remove the veil of dark futurity ? 

Or the gay victims, crowr/d with flow’ry garland's,. 
Within their entrails bear the fates of men ? 

O no ! to fearch for truth by Vvnrys like tliefe 
Is to ufurp the rights of powT fapreme , 

Theie priefts are not what the vile rabble think them, 
Their knowledge fprings from our credulity. 
OEDIPUS. 

Wou’d it were fo ! for then I might be happy* 
JOCASTA. 

It is : alas ! my griefs bear witnefs to it. 

Once I was partial to them like thyfelf, 

But undeceiv’d at length lament my folly ; 

Heav’ii hath chaffis’d me for my eafy faith 
In dark myfterious lying oracles, 

That robb’d me of my child ; I hate the bafe 
Deluders all ; had it not been for them, 

My foil had ftill been living. 

E 3 
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OEDIPUS. 

Ha ! thy fon ! ' ■ 

How thou lofe him ? By what oracles 
I Did the gods fpeak concerning him ? 

JOCASTA. 

ri! tell thee ■' 

What from myfelf I wou’d have gladly hidden* 

But Pvvas a falfe one ; therefore be not mov'd. 

Thou txiuft have heard I had a fon by Laius, 

‘ A mother's fond dlfquietude provok'd me 
To aik his fate of the great oracle, 

Alas ! what madnefe 'tis to wreft from heav'n 
Thofe fecrets which it kindly woifd conceal ; 

But I was a weak woman? and a mother, 

\ Before the prieftefs^ feet I fell fabmijEve, 

^nd thus her anfwer was ; for O ! too weH 

f ■' , ' 

f I muft remember what but to repeat 
j|| Now makes me tremble^ but thou wilt forgive me : 

| |i * Thy fon fliall flay his father, facrilegious, 
tj 5 ^ Inceftuous? parricide/ Shall I go on ? 

'll. OEDIPUS, 

Well, very well — 

jOCASTA* 

■ii!l In Ihort, it then foretold me, 

.11 . . 

This fon, this monfter fhou'd pollute my bed ; 


That 
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That Ij his mother^ fliou^d embrace my ion. 

Juft recent from the murther of his father. 

That thus united by thefe dreadful ties, 

I ftiou’d bear children to this haplefs child. 

You feem to be difordePd at my ftory, 

And dread p-erhaps to hear the fad remainder* 

' OEDIPUS.' 

Proceed : what did you with the wnetched infant, 
Object of wrath divine I 

JOCxlSTA. 

BelievM the gods ^ 

Piouily cruel, facrIficM my child. 

And ftifled all a mothers tendernefs : 

In vain the clamours of parental love 
Condemn’d the rigid laws of partial heaven: 

Alas ! I meant to fave the tender vifikim 
From his hard fate that threatned future guilt. 

And doomM him to involuntary crimes ; 

I thought to triumph o^er the oracle. 

And in compaffion gave him up to death* 

Cruel companion, and deftrudtive too ! 

Deceitful darknefs of a falfe predidion ! 

What did I reap from my inhuman care, 

Did it prolong my wretched hulband’s life ? 

E 4 Alas l 
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Alafs ! cut off In full profperity, 

He fell by th’unkno wn hands of bafe afTaffinSj 
Not by his fon, thus were they both torn rroni me : 

I loll my child, and cou’d not five his father* 

By my example taught, avoid my errors, 

Banilh thefe idle fears, and calm thy fouL 
OEDIPUS. 

After the dreadful fccret thou hafl: told 
It were not fxt I fbou’d conceal my own ; 

Hear then my talc; perchance when tliou fiialt know'- 
The fed relation, which they bear each other, 

, Thou too wilt tremble : Born the nat ral heir 
To Corinth’s throne, from Corinth far remov’d 
I look with horror on rny native land : 

One day, that fatal day I well remember, 

I For 0 1 ’tis ever preient to my thoughts, 

And dreadful to my foul, my youthful hands 
, ' For the fmft time their folemn gift prepar'd 
An offering to the gods, when lo ! the gates 
Throughout the temple on a fudden ftood 
Self-open’d, and the pillars ibream'd with bloody 
The altars fiiook 5 a hand invifible 
,, Threw back my offVings, and in thunder thus 
A horrid voice addrefs'd me : ^ Come not here, 

^ Stain not the holy threfliold wdth thy feet, 

■ ^ The 


I 

I 


I 


.f 


I, 
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^ The gods have from the living cut thee ofr 
^ Indignant^ nor will e’er accept thy gifts ; 

® Go, take thy ofPrings to the furies, leek J 

® The ferpents that Hand ready to devour thee 5 j 

® Thefe are thy gods, begone, and worfhip them/ ;! 
Whilft terror ieis’d me at thefe dreadful words, > 

Again the voice alarm’d me, and foretold J 

All thofe fad crimes which heav’n to thee denounc’d’ I 
Againft thy fon 5 faid, I fliou’d flay my father, | 

O g-ods ! and be the hufband of my mother. | 

JO CAST A. f 

Where am I ? what malicious daemon join’d , f 

Our hands,, to make us thus fupremdy wretched ? f 
■OEDIPUS. , ■ I 

Referve thy tears for fomething ftill more dreadful ; 

Now lift and tremble : fearful of myfelf, 

Left I fliou’d e’er fulfil the dire prediction, 

Or oppofe heav’n, I left my native land. 

Broke from the arms of ,a diftracSted mother, 

Wander’d from place to place, difguis’d my 
My family, and name, by one kind friend 
Attended ; yet, in my difaftrous journey^ 

The God wlio guided my lad footfteps oft 
Strengthen’d my arm, and crown’d me with 
But happier had k been for Oedipus, 

E 5, 
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If he had falPn with glory in the field. 

And by his death prevented all his woes : 

I was referv'd to be a parricide : 

The hand of heav’n, fo long fufpended o’er me. 
Hath from my eyes at length remov’d the veil 
Of Ignorance, and now I fee it all : 

I do remember, in the fields of Phocis 
(Nor know I how I cou*d fo long forget 
The great event) that in a narrow way 
I met two warriors in a fplendid car : 

The path was ftrait, and v.re difputed it: 

An idle conteft for us both ; but I 
W as young and haughty, from my earlieft years 
Bred up to pride that flowM in with my blood ^ 
An unknown ftranger in a foreign land, 
thought myfelf upon my father’s dirone, 

; And whomfoe' er I chanc’d to meet efteem^d 


,ji!| As my own vaflals, horn but to obey me : 
lijij % rufh’d upon them, and with Jfuriaus arm ■ - . 

Their rapid cburfers flopp’d in full career ; 

f HurFd from their chariot the intrepid pair, 

" Forward advanc’d in rage, and both attack’d me : , 

The combat was not long, for vicEPjry foon 
■f||i Declar’d for Oedipus. Immortal powr’s f 

fpom hatre4 car bom love I kacw not, 

I'l: ' . ■ • i* 
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Blit furely on that day ye fought for me : 

1 faw them both expiring at my feet. 

And one of them, I do remember well, 

Who feemM in age well-ftricken, as he lay 
Gafpiiijg on th^earth, look’d earneftly upon me, 

Held out, his arms, and wou’d have fpoke : I faw 
The tears flow plenteous from his half-closM eyes : | 

Methought when I did wound him my flhock’d foul, ^ 

All conqu’ror as I v/as you fliake, Jocafta, 

JDCASTA. I 

My lord, fee Phorbas comes ^ this way they lead him* | 
OEDIPUS. I 

Tis well ; my doubts will then he fatisfy^* . | 


SCENE IT. 


OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, PHORBAS, ATTENDANTS. 
OEDIPUS. 

Come hither, thou unfortunate old man ; 

The fight of him alarms my confcibus foul ; 
Confus’d remembrance tortures me ; I dread 
To look on, or to queffiion him. 

PHOKBAS. 

O queen. 

Is this the day appointed for mj death;, 


Haft I. 
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Halt thou decreed it? Never but to me 
Wci't thou unj lift. 

JCCASTA. 

P’ear not, but liear the king^ 

And anftrer him. 

PHOR3AS. 

The kino* ? 

o 

JOCASTA. 

Thou ftand’ft before hinia 
PHORBAS. 

Ye gods ! is this the fucceilor of Laius ? 

OEDIPUS. 

Wafte not the time thus idly, but inform me. 

Thou wert the only witnefs of his death. 

And wounded, fo ’tis faid. In his defence* 
PHOEBAS. 

^ He's dead, and let his afhes reft in peace | 

! i Embitter not my fate, nor thus infult ' 
j I A faithful fubjedl wounded by thy hand* 
f OEDIPUS, 

I wound, thee ^ I ? 

PHORBAS. 

i 

1 1 ■ ,, Now fatiate thy revenge, 

I And put an end to this unhappy life ^ 

; ' The 


! 
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, The poor remains of blood which then efcap^d th,ce 
Now thou may^ft fhed j and fince thou muft remember 
The fatal place where Laius 

OEDIFUS. 

Spare the reft : 

It is enough : I fee it now : t’was I : 

Ye gods ! my eyes are open’d. 

JOCASTA. - 

Can it be ? 

OEDIPUS. 

And art thou he w^hom my unhappy rage 
Attack’d at Daulis in the narrow path ? 

0 yes it is; mull be fb : in vain myfelf 
Wou’d I deceive, all ipeaks too plain again ft me, 

1 know thee but too welL - 

PHORBAS. 

I faw him fall. 

My royal mafier fall beneath thy hand ; - 
Thou did'ft the crime,, and I have fuffer’d for it : 

A prifon was my fate, and thine a throne. 

OEDIPUS. 

Away ; I foon fhall do thee ample juftice. 

Thee and myfelf ; leave then to me the care 
Of my own punifliment : begone, and fave me 
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At leaft the painful fight of innocencej^ 

Which I have made unhappy. 

SCENE, IIL ■ 

OEDIPUS, JOCASTA. 
OEDIPUS. 

O Jocafta ! “ 

For cruel fate forbids me ever more 
To call thee by the tender name of wife 5 
Thou fee’ft my crimes ; no longer bound to love ; 
Strike now, and free thyfelf from the dread thought 
Of toeing r 4k' e. 

JOCASTA. 

Alas! 

OEDIFUSv 



Take, take this fwoxiy 
The inftrument of my unhappy rage y 
Receive, and ufe it for a noble purpofe,. 

And plunge it in my breaft. 

JO.CASTA. 

What woud^ft thou io'- f 
O ftop thy furious grief, be calm, and live. 

OEDIPUS. 



Canft thou have pity on a wretch like toe ? 
I muft'dye. 


JOCASTA. 
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JO CASTA. 

Thou muft not : Jbear Jacafta, 

0 hear her prayers ! 

OEDIPUS. 

I will notj muft not hear thee» 

1 flew thy hufband. 

JOCASTA. 

And thou gav’jH me one» 
OEDIPUS. 

I did^ but t’was by guilt. 

JOCASTA. 

Involantaiy. 

OEDIPUS. 

No matter^ ftill t’was guilt. 

JOCASTA. 

O heightb of woe I 
OEDIPUS. 

O fatal nuptials I once fuch envied blifs ! 

JOCASTA. 

Such be it ftillj fox ftill thou art my buftand# 
OEDIPUS. 

O no ! lam hot j this.deftm^iva hand 
Hath broke the facred tye, and deep involv’d 

\ Thy 
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Tliy kingdom in my ruin. O ! avoid mcj 
Fear the viadidtive God who ftill purfues 
The wretched Oedipus ; I fear myfelf. 

My timid virtue ferves but to confound me ; 

Perhaps my fate may reach ev’n thee, Jocafta i 
Pity thyfelf, pity the haplels viSims 
That perilh daily for my guilt ; O ftrike. 

And fave thy Oedipus from future crimes. 

JO CAST A. 

Do not accufe, do not condemn thyfelf f 
Thou art unhappy, but thou art not guilty : 

Thou did’ft not know whofe blood thy hand had fhed 
In Daulis’ fatal conflict ; when remembrance 
Calls forth the melancholy deed, I muft 
I Weep for myfelf, but fliou’d not puniih thee. 

I Live therefore . 

OEPIPUS, 

No 5 it is impolEble :• 

Farewell, Jocafta ! whither muft I go, 

O whither muft I drag this hateful being ? 

What clime accurs’d, or what dififtrous tliore 
Shall hide my crimes, and bury my defpair ? 

Sdli muft I wander on from clime to clime. 

Or rife by murther to another throne ? 


Shall 


OEDIPUS. 
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Shall I to Corinth bend my way, where fate 
Hath heavier crimes in ftore for Oedipus ? 

0 Corinth ! ne’er on thy detefted borders — * 

S C E N E IV. ^ 

OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, DIMAS. 

DIMAS. ; 

My lord^ this moment is arriv’d a ftranger, ; 

V He lays j from Corinth, and deiires admittance... | 

OEDIPUS. ' ? 

l! 

I’ll go and meet him — - fare thee well, Jocaila: 

But ftop thy tears ; no more flialt thou behold J 

The wretched Oedipus ; it is determined ; 

My reign is pafi: ; thou haft no hufband now, | 

^ I am no more a fov ’reign, nor Jocafta’is. f 

Opprefs’d with ills I go, in fearch of climes, | 

Where far remov’d from thee, and from my country, | 

1 itill may afl: as fliall become a king, | 

Worthy of thee, and juftify the tears | 

Thou flied’ft for Oedipus,: farewell ! for ever,. 

, ' ■ ■ '% 

■ir 

The ,Enb of the Fourth Act= - iS 


if 
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A C T V. SC E N E I. 
OEDIPUS, ARASPES, DIMAS, ATTENDANTS. 
OEDIPUS. 

"ITFEEP not for nae, my friends, nor thus regret 

^ Yourfov’reign’sfatc: Iwifliforbaiufiimentj 

To me ’tis picafure ; for I know tVill make 
My people happy ; you muft lofe vour kine, 
mall preferv’e his country* When I fiiit 
Came to the throne of T'hebcsj I fen/d it well j 
An<lj as I mounted, now I fhall defeend 
In glory : honour fhall attend my fall : 

I leave my country, kingdom, children, all : 

Then hear me now, hear my laft parting words | 

A king you muft have 5 let him be my choice i 
Take Philoftetes : he is gepVous, noble. 

Virtuous, and brave | his father was a king. 

And he the friend of Hercules ^ let him 

Succeed me ; I muft hence* — Go^ fearch out Phorbas | 

Bid him not fear, but come this moment hither, 

I muft bequeath him fomething ; he deferves it : 

1 11 take my forewell as a monarch ought. 

Go, bring the ftranger to me— ftay thou here*. 

, S C £ N E, 
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SCENE IE 

©EDIFUS, AEASPES, ICARUS, ATTENDANT^. 
OEDIPUS. 

Ha ! is it thouj' my much-lov’d Icarus ! 

The faithful guardian of my infant years> 

Favorite and friend of Polybus, my father^ 

What brought thee hither ? 

ICARUS. 

Polybus is dead;* 
OEDIPUS, 

Alas ? my father ! 


ICARUS. 

T Vas what we expected i J 

For he had fill’d the meafure of bis clays, f 

And dy’d in good old age j thefe eyes beheld .iU > 

OEDIPUS. I 


Where are ye now, mifiaken. oracles ? 

That fhook my timid virtue, .and foretold 
That I fhou’d prove a guilty parricide ? 

Pvdy father’s dead, ye meant but to deceive me 
Thefe hands are not polluted with his blood : 

The fiave of error, I have wander’d long 
In darknefs, bufy’d in a fruitlefe toil, 

^ And 
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And to remove imaginary ills. 

Have made my life a fcene of real woes. 

The offspring of my fond credulity. 

FIov; deep 'muft be the colour of my fate 
When mifcries like this can bring relief! 
'Blifs fpring from forrow, and' a father’s death 
Shall be accepted as the gift of heav’n ! 

But I muft hence, and to his afhss p ay 
The tribute due: — ha.! filent, and in tears I 
ICAKl/S. 

Ought I to fpeafc ? O heav’n ! 


I 


Of ill to teix me ? 


OEDIPUS. 

Haft thou aught mora 


ICARUS, 

For a moment grant me 

Your private ear. 

OEDIPUS. 

Retire.— What can this mean ?' 

[Ti tb£ atfendmtis^ 

ICARUS.; 

Think not of Corinth : thither, if thou goe'ft, 

Thy death is certain. ' 

OEDIPUS. 

Who fliall banifli me 
From my own kingdom ? 


ICARUS, 
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OEDIPUS. 

ICARUS. 


■Another heir fucceecis. 


To the throne 



OEBiPUS. 

Ye gods I is this 

The laft fad ftroke which I am born to fufFer^ 
Or will ye fiill purfue me ? Fate, go on 
And perfecute, thou fhalt not conquer me : 

Let us away to my rebellious fubjecS-s, 
ril go to be their fcourge, if not their king, 
And find at leafl: an honourable death. 

But fay, what ftrajjger has ufurp’d my throne ? 
ICARUS. 

He is the fon-in-law of Polybus, 

Who on his head did place the diadem 
In his laft moments j the obedient people 
Hail their nev/ fov’reign. 

OEDIPUS. 

. Has my father too 

Betray'd me, fided with my feithlefs fubjecfts. 
And drove me from my throne ? 


ICARUS-. 

He did butjufticej 

For thou wert not his fon, 

OEDIPUS. 
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OEDIPUS. 

Ha ! Icarus I 

ICARUS. 

With terror and regret I muft reveal 
The dreadful fecret^ Corinth — — - 

OEDIFU.-S. 

Not.hkfbn! 

ICARUS. 

Thou ^rt not. Polybus, opprefs^d by confcience, 
Dying declar’d it ; to the royal blood 
Of Corinth’s kings he yielded up his throne : 

I who alone enjoy’d his tohfidence. 

And therefore dreaded the new fov’reign’s pow’fj 
Fled to implore thy aid. 

OEBIFUS. 

* Who am I then. 

If not the fon of Polybus t 

: ' iCARU'S. 

The gods. 

Who trufted to my hands thy infant years, 

In fhades of darkeft night conceal thy birth | 

I only know, that foon as born condemn’d 
To death, and on a defart hill expos’d ; 

Thou but for me had’ft periih’d, 

OEDIPUS; 
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OEDIPUS. 

Thus with life 

Segan my forrows-5 a detelted ol:ye 5 t 
Ee’n from my cradle, and accurs’d by alL 
Where , did’A thou, light on me ?■ 

I.CARPSi 

On mourn Cithero^ 
t)EDiPu;s. 

l^ear Thebes ? 

ICARUS. 

In that deferted place^ a Thebalfi^ 

Who call’d himfelf thy father, left thee ; there 
To perifli : fome kind God coiidu£l:ed me . . 

That way 5 I pity’d, took thee in my arms. 

Retd v’d,. Slid cheriih’d thee: to- Corinth thej^ > , 
Carry’d my little charge^ and to the king 
Prefented thee j who? mark thy wondrous fate ! 

His child juft dead, adopted thee his 10% 

And by that ftroke of policy confirm’d' 

His to tf ring power : As fon of Polybii^ 

Thou wert brought up by him who had pieferr’d 
thee 

The throne of Cofinth iiever wJ$ thy rights 
But confdence robb'd th^e of wb^t chance bellow’d* 

. ■O.E.flJPUS.' , 

Immortal powVs^ who rule the fate, of kings ! 

■ Am 
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Am I thus doom’d in one unhappy day 
To fufFer fuch variety of woe ! 

On a frail mortal fliall your miracles 
Be thus exhaufted ! But inform me^ friendj 
This old maUj from whole hands you took me, fay^ 
Haft thou beheld him fince that fatal hour ! 

ICARUS, 

Never : perhaps he’s dead, he who alone 
Cou’d tell thee the ftrange fecret of thy birth 5 
But on my mind his image is engraved 
So deeply, I fhou’d know him well. 

OEDIPUS, 

Alas! 

Wretch that I am ! why flioifd I wifii, to find him? 
Rather, fubmiffive to the will of heav n 
Shoif d I keep clofe the veil that o’er my eyes 
Spreads its benignant ftiade : too well already 
I fee my fate; more knowledge wou’d but fliew 
New horrors; and yet, fpite of all my woes. 

Urg’d on by fatal curiofity, 

I thirft for more ; I cannot bear to reft 
In fad fufpenfe : to doubt is to be wretched : 

I dread the torch that lights me to my ruin : 

I fear to know myfelf, yet cannot long 
Remain unknown. 


SCENE 
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OEDIPUS. 

SCENE III. 

OEDIPUS, ICARUS, PHORBAS. 
OEDIPUS. 

Ha ! Phorbas ! come this way* 
ICARUS, 

Surpriling ! fare the more I look, the more — - — . 

^Tis lie, my lord, it mufl be he. 

PHORBAS. 

Forgive me [Tt> /cam. 

If ftill that face unknown 


ICARUS. 


Doft thou remember? 

On mount Citheron 

PHORBAS. 

How ! 

ICARUS. 


The child you gave me* 

The child to death—— 

Phorbas. 

What doft thou fay ? rememberj 

Remember what ? 

ICARUS. 

Thou haft no caufe to fear j 
VoL.I. F 
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Be not alarm^ : thou may’ft rejoice^ that infant 
Was Oedipus. 

•FHORBAS. 

t 

The light’ning blaft thee, wretch ! 
What haft thou faid? 

ICARIT'S, 

•Doubt not, my lord, whate’er 
{To Oedipus, 

This Theban fays, he gave thee to my arms ; 

Thy fate is known ; this old man is thy father. 
OEDIPUS. 

What complicated mifery ! Alas '! {To Phorbas, 

'I If thour’t indeed my father, will the gods 

4 E’er fufier me to filed thy blood ? 

PHORBAS. 

O no t 

for thou art not my fon. 

OEDIPUS. 

And didft not thott 
Expofe me in my infancy ? 

PHORBAS. 

My lordj 

Permit me to retire, and hide from thee 
The dreadful truth i 


OEDIPUS. 
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OEDIPUS. 

Noj Phorbas j by the gods 
I beg thecj tell me ail. 

PHORfiAS* 

Begone, avoid 

Thy children, aiid thy queen. 

OEDIPUS. 

Now anfwer me. 

For to refill: is vaiti : that infant, doom’d 
'To death by thee, fey, didfl: thou give it him. 

IPoiniing to Icarus^ 

PHORBAS. 

I did : and wou’d that day had been my lafl ! 
OEDIPUS. 

And of what country was that child ! 

PHORBAS. 

Of Thebes. 

OEDIPUS. 

And thou art not his father ? 

PHORBAS. 

No : alas ! 

Sprung from a nobler, but more wretched race— — 

F 2 OEDIPUS, 
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OEDIPUS. 

Who was he then ? 

PHOEBAS. 

My lord, what wou’d you do ? 
^thfowing h'wijelf at the feet oj^ Oedipus-^ 
OEDIPUS. 

Speak, fpeak, I fay. 

PHORBAS. 

Jocafta was his mother. 
ICARUS. ' ' • 

SfLoohlng at Oedlpui. 

Behold the fruit of ail my gen’rous care !■ 


PHORBAS. 

What have we done ? 

OEDIPUS. 


1 thought It muft be £b. 


ICAPvUS. 


My Lord' 


OEDIPUS. 


Away, begone, this moment leave me 
The dreadful gifts ye have bellow’d on me 
Mull have their recompenfe ; and ye have caufe 
To fear my wrath,' for ye preferv’d my hie. 


SCENE 


©ED I P U S* loj 

S :c E N E IV. 

OEDIPUS. 

Atkiigth the dire predi£i:ion is > 

And Oedipus is now, tho^ innocent^ 

A bafe ihcefluous parricide : O virtue ! < 

Thou fatal empty name ; thou who cUdfi guide 
My haplefs days, thou hadd not pow^’r to Hop 
The current of my fate : alas! I fell 
Into the fnare by trying- to avoid it : 

Fleav’n led me on. to guilt, and funk a pit 
Beneath my Hiding feet : 1 was the Have 
Of feme unknow-m, fom e unreienting pow^’r. 

That usM me for its inftxunient of vengeance : 

Xhefe are my crimes, remorfelefs cruel gods ! 

Youre wras the guilty and ye have punifhVi me. 

Where am I ? what dark ftiade thus from my eyes 
Covers the light of heavhi ? the v/alls areftaind- 
With blood j the furies (hake their torches at me 5 . 
The lightnings flaih 5 hell opens her wdde gates : 

0 Laius ! O my father ! art thou there ? 

1 fee the deadly wound thefe hands had made 5 
Revenge thee now’^ on this abhorred monfter, 

A moiifter who defil’d the bed of her 

Who bore him : lead me to the dark abode,., 

F 3 That 
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That I may ftrike frefh terror to the hearts 
Of guilty beings by my punifliment : 

Lead on, Fll follow thee, 

S C E N E*' V, ' ■ 

OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, EGINA, CHORUS* 
JOCASTA* 

O Oeclipiis 

Dlfpei my fears, thy dreadful cries alarm rne, 
OEDIPUS, , 

Open, thou earth, and fwallow me ! 

JOCASTA. 

Alas ! 

What fad misfortune meyes thee thus ? 


My lord!" 


OEDIPUS. 

JOCASTA, 


My crimes 


OEDIPUS, 

Away, Jocafta. 

JOCASTA. 

Cruel huiband ! 

OEDIPUS. 

O flop ! what name is that ? am I thy hufband ? 

Do not fay hufband : we fliall hate each other. 

JOCASTA, 
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JOG AST A, 

' What ihy’ft thou ? ' ' 

OEDIPUS. , 

*Tis enough : I have fulfill’d' 
My horrid fate : know^ Laius wsls my father 5,, 
lamthyfon. 

LEADER OE TH.E' CHORUS, 

O guilt ! 

SECOND PERSON OF TH„E GHO RUS., 
O dreadful day ! . 

JOCASTAa’ 

Egiha^ drag me from this horrid place ! 

EGIN A. , 

Alas r 

JOCASTA. 

If thou haft pity on jocafla. 

If without horror thou can’ll: now approach . me, 
Affift me now, compaihonate thy queen ! 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

Ye gods ! and is it thus your vengeance ceafes ? 
Take back your cruel gifts, t’were better far 
That, we had fufFer’d ftilL 


if 


SCENE 
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S- C E N E VI. 

JOCASTA, EGINA, HIGH-PRIEST, CHORUS. ' 
HIGPI-PRIEST, 

Attenclj ye people. 

And know, a milder fun now beams upon you : 

At length the baleful pcftilence is fled. 

The graves once more are dosM, and death hath Ich: 
us ; 

The God of heav’n ana earth dedarcs his goodh-efs 
In peals of thunder : hark ! 

[ Thunder and lig htl ng. 
JOCASTA. 

What dreadful flafhes ! 

Where am I ? heavhi ! what do I hear ! Barbarians™ 

. HIGH-PRIEST, - 
^Tis done : the gods are fatisfy’d : no more 
Doth Laius from the tomb cry out for vengeance : 
Jocafla, thou r/iay’fl: live and reign ^ the blood 
Of Oedipus fujSceth. 

CHORUS, 

Gracious heav’n ! 


/ JOCASTA. 

$ 

f. My ion ! and muft I call him hufband too ! 

Dear dreadful names ! is he then dead ? 


HIGH 
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HIGH PRIEST. 

He livcSj 

But from the living and the dead cut off^ 

Depriv’d of light : I faw him plunge this fword^ 
Stain’d with his father’s bloody into his eyes : 

This fatal moment has to Thebes reflor’d 
Her fafety ; fuch are the decrees of lieav’n 5 
Which, as it wdlls, decides the fate of mortakj^ 

^ ^ V • 

All-pow’rfui or to fave or to deftroy. 

Its wrath is all exhaufied on thy fon. 

And thou art pardon’d.. 

JO CASTA. 

J Punifh then thyfelf. 

l^Siahsherfelfn 

Jocafta,- thus referv’d for horrid inceft. 

Death is the only good remaining for me : 

Laius, receive my blood : I follow thee : 

I have liv’d virtuous, and fhall dye with pkafure., 

CHORUS. 

Unhappy queen, and fad calamity !' 

JOCASTA.. 

Weep only for my fon, vrhofbili furvxves. 

Pxiefts,. and you Thebans, w'ho were once my fabjfftj?. 

Honour 



•ioS OEDIPUS- 

Honour my aOies^ and remember ever. 

That midft the horrors which opprefs^d me, filll 
I cou’d reproach the gods i for heav’n aloxic 
Was guilty of the crime, and not Jocafta* 


■ ! 

J 

; 

! ;; 
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P RE FA C E. 

I H A V E printed this piece not without fear and 
trembling ; the number of performances which 
have met v/itli applaufe on the ftage, and contempt 
in the clofet^ give me but too much reafon to appre- 
hend the fame fate with regard to my own. Two or 
three agreeable incidents^ together with the art and 
management of the aftors^ might conciliate an audience 
in the reprefentation j but a very different degree of 
merit is neceflary to make it fhine in the full glare of 
publication. Little will avail the regular condudfc of 
it, and even, perhaps, as little the interefting nature 
of the fubjedi:. Every work that is written in verfe, 
though it may be unexceptionable in all other refpedis, 
muft of neceffity difguil: if every line is not full of 
ftrength and harmony; if there is notan elegance 
running through the whole ; if the piece has not, in 
fhort, that inexpreifible charm, w^hich nothing but 
true genius can beftov/ upon it ; that point of perfec- 
tion which knowledge alone can never attain to, and 
concerning which we have argued fo poorly, and to fo 
little purpofe, fmee the death of Monf. Defpreauxu 
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It' is a great miftake to imagine^ that the, verfification’: 
of a dramatic performance is either the eafiefl: or the 
leaft confideraWe part of it* Racine, who, of allmeiii 
upon earth, after Virgil^ beft knew the art of Yerfe, 
did not think it fo he employ’d two whole years iii^ 
writing his Phaedra^ Pradon boaflrs of having com-* 
pos’d his in lefs than three months* As the tranfient. 
fucceft of a tragedy depends, . with regard to .the repre- 
fentation, not on the ftile, . but on the incidents and: 
the adiors, the two Phsedras feem’d at firft to meet 
with an equal degree of applaufe j hut the publication > 
foon. determin’d the real and intrinfic merit of 
each of them. Pradon,. according to the ufual. 
praQice of had authors, came out with an infolent pre- 
face ; accufing all thofe who had attack’d his piece as 
unfair and partial criticks $ a trouble which he might 
as well have fpared hlmfelfi for his tragedy, puff’d off ' 
as it was, by himfelfand his party, foon funk into that 
contempt which it deferves 5 and if it were not for the 
Phsedra of Racine, the world wouM not know at this , 
day that Pradon had ever.wrote one* . 


But whence then arifes the vaft difference between i 
thefe two performances ? the plot is nearly the fame in 
both* Phaedra dies, Thefeus is abfent in the two firff 
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zB:s : he is fuppos^d to be in the fliades below with 
Pirithous. Hippolytus, his fon, wants to leave Tre- 
zene, and to fly from Aricia, whom he is in love with : 
he declares his paflion to Aricia, and liftens to Phss-« 
dra’s with horror : he dies the fame kind of death^. and. 
his governor relates the manner of it*. 

Add to this likewife,. that the principal perfonages 
in both pieces, as they are in the fame circumflances^ 
fay almoft the fame things : but this is the very place 
which diftlnguiflies the great man from the had poet ; 
when Racine and Pradon have the fame fentiments, they 
differ moft from each other : for a proof of this, let us 
take the declaration of Hippolytus to Aricia, Racine 
makes him talk thus : 

I who fo long defy’d the tyrant’s pow’r, 

Smil’d at bis chains, and made a mock of love : 

Myfelf on Chore, I faw weak mortals wreck’d. 

And thought I fafely might behold the ftorm 
At diftance rage, which I cou’d never feel : 

And muft I fink beneath the common lot ? 

I muff ; this haughty foul at length is conquer’d. 

And hangs on thee : for fix long months defpair 
And flbame.have rent my foul : where’er I go, 

The 
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The wound ftlll rankles : with mjfelF long- time- 
In vain I ftruggled, reafon^d, wept in vain : 

When abfent feek thee, and when prefent fhun :- 
Thy image haunts me in the fylvan fliade : 

The day-light’s fplendor and the evening’s gloom. 

All bring the lov’d , Aricia to my eyes 
All, all,, unite to make this rebel thine. 

0 ! I have loft’ myfelf : the bow isnbent,. 

And ufelefs arrows lay neglected by me;. 

Thy leffons, Neptune,, are no more remember’d : 
The woods re-eccho to my fighs alone 
Refponfive, and my idle courfcrs now 
Forget the voice of their Hippolytus., 

Now obferve how this Hippolytus exprefles hhnfelf iit'„ 
Pradon. 

Long time, too. long, alas ! with lips profane. 
Laughing at love, did I adore Diana 
A folitary favage long I liv’d. 

And chafed the bears and lions in the foreft i 
But now more preiling. cares employ my time,,. 

For fmce I faw thee I have left off hunting,. 

Tho’ once I took delight in it, but now 

1 never go there but to think of you, 

It 
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It 3s ImpolTible to read and compare tbcfe two pieces 
tvithout admiring one and laughing at the other ; and 
yet there is the fame ground of thoughts and fenti,-* 
ments in both : when we are to make th,e paffions 
fpeakj all men have pretty nearly the fame ideas ; but 
the manner of expreifing them, diftlnguifhes the man 
of wit from him that has none ; the man of genius 
from him who has nothing but v/it ; and the real poet 
from him who woifd be a poet if he could* 

To arrive at Racine^s perfedlion in writing, a man 
muft poflefs his genius, and withal muft polilh and 
correct his works as he did : how diffident then ought 
I to be, born as I am with fucli indifferent talentsx 
and opprefs'd by continual diforders, who have neir 
ther the gift of a fine imagination, nor time to cOr- 
re£l: laborioufly the faults of my performances ! I am- 
f^nfible of and lament the imperfections of this piece,., 
as well with regard to the conduCi: as the di3:ion of it 
I fliou'd have mended them a little, if I cd,ffd, have, 
put off this edition for a little longer ; but ftill I 
have left a great many behind. In every art there ds 
a certain point beyond which we can never advance : , 
we are ihut up within the limits of our talents; we 
fee pexfcftion lying beyond us ; and only make xrnpo- 
tent endeavours to attain to it. 

I 
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I fhall not make a formal and regular critique om. 
this piece, the reader will probably fave me that trou- 
ble j but it may be neceflary to fay foinething con- 
cerning a. general objei9:ion to the choice of my fubr^^ 
je£l:* As it is the nature of Frenchmen to lay hoM.^ 
with rapidity on the ridicule of things, in, themfelves 
the moftfepous, it has been faid,. that the fubjefl: of 
Mariamne is nothing but an, old amorous brutal huf- 
band ; whofe wife, being out of humour with him, 
refufes him the return of conjugal duty to which it 
has been added, that a family quarrel cou’d nerer 
make a good tragedy. I wou’d only beg tbefe criiicks, 
to join with, me in a few reSedtions on this ftrange; 
^ kind of prejudice.. 

H'HS . " ■ 

, The plots of tragedies are generally founded, either 
■ ' ' ; on the interefts. of a whole nation,, or the private in-* 

I ; , terefts of the fbvereign.. Of the firft kind are the 

i I ' Iphigenia in Aulis ; where all Greece,, met in full af- 

- fembly, demands the bipod of the fon of Agamemnon j . 

i the Hpratii, where the three combattants are to decide 
iW the fate of Rome and the Oedipus,, where die fafety 
and profperity of Thebes- depends on. the difcovery of 
ll the murtherer of Laius. Of the latter, kind are Bri- 
j taiinicus, Phajdra,. Mithrid.ates, In thefe all the 
i'i [■ intereft: 
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Mitereft Is confin’d to the hero of the piece and his 
family : all turns upon fuch paffions as the vulgar feel 
equally with princes, the plot of them may be as pro-^- 
per for comedy as for tragedy : for, take away the 
Bames only, md ^fiii^ridaUs is no more than ’ 
feihw in hve with a ptmg girl : Ms two. fons.are in love 
with her at the fame time : and he makes ufe of ' a very - 
hw artifice to difeover which of his fans the lady is fond 
ofi Phadra is a Jlep'-mother^ mho^ on hy her con^ 
fidante^ makes love to her fon-in-'law^ who ts mfirtu^ 
naiely pr^e-engaf Nero is- an impetuous young 
who falls precipitately in lovsy and irwnediately wants U 
be feparaUd from his wtfe^ and hides himfelf behind the 
tapejiry to overhear the converfation of his miftrefs^ 
are all of them, fubjedts which Moliere might treat as 
well as Racine : nay, the whole plot of the Mifer is , 
exadtly the fame as that of Mitbridates : PUrpagon and 
the king of to are two old fellows in love : each,, 
of them has a fon for his rival s both of them make ufe 
of the fame artifice to difeover the intrigue carry ’d on , 
between the fon and the mifirels 5 and both pieces end 
in the marriage of the young man. 

Molum.- 
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Moliere and Racine mtt with equal’ fuccefs ; oiTe 
s?ade the w^orld laugh, arnus’dj and entertain’d them y,. 
the other mov’dj terrify ’d and made us weep. Mo- 
lure e'xpos^’d the folly of an old mifer In- love ; Rachw' 
painted the weaknefs of a great man, and fo contriv’d,, 
as at the fame time even to make that ^zeaknefs re- 
Ipe&able,. 

Vv^'ere we to order VaUau and le Brun^ each of 
them, to paint us a wedding ; one wouki give us the 
reprefentation of a groupe of peafants in an arbour^., 
full of vulgar joy and jollity, plac’d round a ruftic' 
table, where dnmkennefs, riot, debauchery, and im-- 
moderate laughter reigned' without controuP : the other’ 
wou^ paint the marriage of Fe/eus and thsr 

feaft of the gods, with all their folemn and majeftic 
celebration of it,. Thus both of them wou’d reach, 
the higheft degree of perfeflion in their art, by means: 
intirely difi'erent*. 

We may fairly apply every one of thefe examples to 
Misriamne^ The bad temper of a woman \ the love 
of an old hufband 5 the malicious tricks of a fifter-in- 
i‘aw ; are fubjeds in themfclves Inconfiderable, and 

feem 
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fecin rather adapted to comedy : but at the fame time 
■a klngy whom ail -the world have honourM with the 
•name of Greats paiSonately enamoured with the fineft 
woman in the univerfe j the rage and fury of a mo- 
narch fo fcnroiis for his virtues and his crimes, his pali: 
cruelty, and his prefent reniorfe^ that perpetual and 
rapid tranfition from love to hatred, and from hatred 
to love ; the ambition of his fifter 5 the intrigues of 
his minifters 3 the diftrefsml jfituation of a princefs 
whofe virtue and beauty have been fo often celebrated 
and talk’d of to this day, who had feen her father and 
brother doom’d to death by.her hufband j and to com^ 
plete her misfortunes, faw herfelf belov'd by the 
murtlierer of her family. What a field is here ! what 
sin opening for any genius but mine ! can wd fay this 
is a fubjedt unfit for tragedy ? Here we may indeed 
averr, that, acccrding as things turn out^ th^y change 
their namts^ 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Varus, a Roman Prastor, Governor of Syria. 
Herod, King of Palaeftine. 

Mariamne, Wife of Herod. 

•Salome, Sifter of Herod. 

Albinus, Friend to Varus. 

l-Herod’s Minifters. 

IdAMASj j 

jlSrABAt', an old Officer under the Afmonsean Kings. 
Fliza, Confidante of Mariamne. 


Hto)d’s Guard, Attendants oh Vaius, Herod:, and 
Mariamne. 
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TRAGEDY. ' 

,1 

1 - 

^ '.j,. 

) 

ACT L -S C ENE L ' '] 

. f 

• SALOME, MA^AEL, 

'UAZAEL. 

I T is enough.'; the pow^r of SailomCj 
By all acknowledg^'d, and by all obey^dj^ 

'On its firm 'balls iiands immoveable : 

I fled to Azor^ Ivith the light’riiiig’s fpeed, 

Ev’n from Samaria’s plain to Jordan^s fpring^ ' 'i . | 

And quick retufn^d t my prefenee there indeed 3 

Was needfulj to cut Off th’afpiring hopes . - ' | 

Of IfraeFs moody fade : thy brother Herod^ < | 

So long detain’d at Rome, was almoft grown ' ; . | 

A Itranger InMs kingdom ^ and the people, r, 

■fin' . ■" ■ 
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Ever capricious, turbulent, and bold. 

Still to their kings unjuft, aloud proclaimy^ 

That Herod was condemn’d to flavery 
By haughty Rome 5 and Mariamne, rais'd 
To the high rank of her proud anceilors, 

WouM from the blood of our high-priefts fele£l 
A king, to rule o’er conquer’d Palasftine. 

With grief I fee, flie is by all ador’d ; 

Her name the dear delight of evVy tongu'e 5 
Ifrael reveres the race from whence flie fprang, 

Ev’n to idolatry : her birth, her beauty. 

And, above all, her forrows, melt the hearts 
Of the rude rabble, who, thou knowf!:, deteil 
And rail at us. They call her their dear fov’reigiij 
And feem to threaten thee with fwift deftrufiion. 

I faw the fickle multitudes alarm’d 

With idle tales like thefe, but foon I taught e’m 

Another leflbn ; foon I made e’m tremble t 

Told e’m great Herod, fraught with double pow’r, 

And arm’d with vengeance, wou’d e’er long return : 

His name alone ftruck terror to their fouls. 

They faw their folly then, and wept in filence- 

■ SALOME. . ^ I 

Thou told’ft them truth, for Herod comes, and fooh . 
Shall make rebellious Sion bend beneath hinii 

Antoijfj 
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Antony’s favorite is C^efar’s friend ; 

Fortune attends him, at his chariot wheels 
SubmiiTive chain’d : his fubtle policy 
Is equal to his courage, and lie rifea 
With added ftrengthmnd glory from his f;-ll : 
fenate crown him. 

MAT^AEL, 

But when Mart am ne 

Shall fee her hufband, where will be thy pru rr* 

That haughty rival o’er the king had ct cr 
A fatal influence that fupplantecl thee j ‘ 

And her proud fpirit, ftill inflexible. 

And ftill revengeful, holds its enmity : ' 

Ker fafety muft depend on thy deflruciion, 

Aund mutual injuries nourifli mutual hate. 

Doft thou not dread her all-fubduing charms, 

Thofe lordly tyrants^ o’er the vanquifli’d- Herod.f ; 

For five years paft, e’er fince their fatal marriage, 
Hath bis ftrange paffion for her flill increas’d, 

By hatred fix’d, and nourifli’d by difdain. . : 

Oft have we feen the haughty monarch kneel 
Before her feet, her eyes indignant turn’d 
In fury from him, whilft in vain he fu’d 
For fofter looks than fhe wou’d deign to give. 

How have we feen him rage, and figh, and weep, , 

VoL. L 'G ' ' . ' Abiift 
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Abufe, and flatter, threaten and implore ! • 

Mean in his rage, and cruel in his love 5 
Abroad a hero, and a flave at home : 

He punifli’d an ungrateful barb ous race. 

And, reeking with the father^s blood, adored 
lire daughter ; rais’d the dagger to her brealt. 
Guided by thee, then dropp’d it at her feet. 

At Rome indeed, vdiilft from her fight remov’d^ 
The chain was loofen’d ; but t’will re-unite 
When he returns, and fliall again behold 
The fatal charms which he fd long admir’d, l 
Thofe powerful eyes are ever fure to pleafe. 

And will refume their empire o’er his heart : 

Her foes will focn be humbled, and if fhe 
But gives the nod, muft fall a facrifice 
To her refentmenti Let us guard againft it. 

And court that pow’r which can ne’er deftroy 3 . 
Refpedi welRfeign’d may win her to our parpoie« 

SALOME. 

No : there are better methods to removd 
Our fears of Mariatnne. 

MASAEL/ 

Ha ! what means ? 
SALOME. 

Perhaps e’vn now flie dieSi 


MAZAEL 
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MA2AEL.' 

And wilt thou dare 

1^0 d‘o a deed fo defpVate ? ■ If the Icijig— , 

SALOME.' I 

The king affiiis me in the work of vengcanccj ■ ;i 
And has confented : Zares is arrr/J 
At Solyma ; my inilrument of wrath 
Waits for his victim : know, the time, the place, . ?- 
The hand to execute, are ready all : I 

To-day it muft be doaie. ' ■ , , 

MA55AEL. ' - '1“ 

Haft thou then gain'd 

At laft the vidthy ? Coidd the king believe thee ! , : 

Spite of his paftion^ will he yield up all,. d' 

And ad as thou command’ft ? ; . 

'* 
i % 

SALOME. ■ 

Not fo: my powh' ^ ^ 

is more conftn’d : ftarce cou'dl urge tovengeance|, . .| 
With all my arts, his long-reludant &u], . , . 

But I avail'd me of his abftnce from her: ... ^1 

WhilftFIerod liv'd, expos’d to all her charms, [, 

Thou know’ft I led a life of wretchednefs, ^ 

^ . 't- 

Of doubt and fear, unceitain of my fate ; : . f 

When, by a thoufend crooked paths, at I'aft > y 

G St . I t 
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! I found a pafiage to his heart, and thought 
: I had fecur’d it, Mariamne came ; 

And, when he faw her, all v/as lofl; again 5 
My arts all balHed by a fingle glance ; 
i Yes, the proud queen was mill refs of my life. 

And might have ta’en it ; had file known the -way 
To manage well her eafy lover's foncinefs, 

Ilerod had fign’d the mandate for another. 

And not for Mariamne ; then the blow 
I meant for her had falFii on Salome : 

But I have made her pride afifl: my vengeance, 

And I have only now to point the dart, 

Wliich her own hand hath fafliion’d, to deftroy her# 
Thou may’ft remember well the fatal time 
That blafted ail our hopes ; when, Antony 
Subdued, Augoftus took the reins of empire, 

Each eaftern monarch trembled on his throne : 
Amongft the reft my haplefs brother fear’d, 

With his protedfor, he had loft his crown# 

Rfefiftance now was vain, and nought remain’d 
But to addrefs the conqueror of the world 
In lowlieft terms, and alk forgivenefs of him. 

Call back that dreadful day, when Herod, driv a 
Evhi to defpair, beheld proud Mariamne 
Spurn at his olFer’d love and kijid farewell ; 

Heard 
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Heard her with anguifh heap reproaches on him ; 
Call for a father’s and a brother’s blood, . 

Shed by her tyrant hufband : Herod ilew 
To me, and told his griefs ; 1 feiz’d the moment 
Propitious to my vengeance, and regain’d 
A Mer’s powV o’er his diftrefsfiil heart y 
Enilam’d his rage, and Qiarpen’d his dci'pair i 
Dipp’d in frefnpoiibn the envenom’d dart 
That -pierc’d his foul : then, derp’rate in his vmth, 
Thou heardTc him fwear t’exterminate the race 
Of Hebrews, and de&oy its poor rei:»iiijiS5 
Condemn the mother, and cutoff her foils 
From their inheritance : but foon to rage 
Succeeded love j one look from her difarm’d 
His vengeance. I, with double eagernefs, 

Prefs’d his departure, and at length prevail’d : 

Pie left her ; from that hour I w^as fuccefsful ; 

My frequent letters kept up his refen tment. 

And, abfent from her, all his rage return’d ; 

He blufh’d in fecret for his weaknefs paft. 

And by degrees, as I remov’d the veil. 

His eyes were open’d : Zares caught with me 
The favourable hour, and painted her 
In blackeft colours 3 told him of her pow’r, 

Her int’reff, friends, and the feditious fadlion, 

G3 Th 
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n;-r lEs ^Aory^ iiiid his life : 

J''i, Cc‘ij':.u:il trcafons had alarm’d his foidj , , 

:;i; i\nd left it ever open to fuipkion : 

rj'ijjji, 

A’i: Whate’er he fears, fall ready to believes 

i'' ''''i'ii' 

; i !' I"Ie is not able to diftinguifli guilt 
jjiijFrom innocence : in iiiort, I iixM his foalj 

Guided Ills hand^ and made him fign the mandate:, 

;J||; MAZAEL. 

; ,1 AT was nobly done : but what will Varus fay^ 

' ! !j||'liThe haughty prsetor, will he fee unmov’d 
|A deed fo daring ? he’s thy mafter here, 
w And, uncorJirm’d by Rome, thy pow’r is nothing* 
h|.||;From, Varus’ hand thy brother muft receive 
IHis crown 5 nor can he a£l as fovereign here 
Till the proud praetor fliail reftore it to him. 

Wiir Varus, think’ft thou, e’er permit a queen, 

‘Left to his care, to fail a facrifice ? 

I know the Romans well, they ne’er forgive 
'.Such rude contempt of their authority. 

{Thou vriit bringdown the ftorm on Herod’s head ; ' 

; Their thunder’s always ready ; thofe proud conqu’rors 
Are jealous of their rights, and take, thou know ’ft. 
Peculiar pleafure in the fall of kings. 

SALOME. 
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SALOME. 

Fear not for Herod, C<efar is his friend. 

And V arus knows it, therefore will refpcdl him : 
Perhaps this Roman means to manage all, 

But be it as it may, my aim is vengeance ; i 

Fm on the verge of gloiy orof fhame ; i 

To»morrow, nay, to-day may change the fcene : |j 

Who knows if e’er hereafter I fliall find I* 

An hour propitious to me, who can tell 
If Herod will be fteady to his purpofe ? ^ 

I know his weakneft, and I mufl prevent It, | 

Nor give him time to fay, it fhall not be. ■ 

When it is done, let Varus rage, and Rome 
Pour forth her threats, it fliall not damp my joys : 

The Romans are not here my worft of foes j ' ■ 

No, I have more to fear from Mariamne ^ | 

I muft fubdue her rival powhs, or perifli : t 

But Varus comes this way, we muft avoid him : I 

Zares e’er now Ihou’d have been here : I’ll hence | 

And meet him ; fare thee well. — If there be need, 

■ ' -f 

My foldiers at the leaf!: alarm are ready, : | 

And will defend us» ^ 

, ■ ' ■ . I 
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I; SCENE II. 

fll: VARUS, ALBINUS, M A 2 A E L, 

'!l»j 

I", .ATTENDANTS on VARUS. 

:i|;; VARUS: 

! Salome and Mazael— ^ 

I I They feem to fiiun us ; in their eyes I read 
' Their terrors ^ guilt hath reafon to be fearful^ 

And dread my prefence. — Mazael^ ftay : gOj tell 
• I Thy cruel inafter his dcfigns are known i 
■'Ij, His wicked inftrument is now in chains, 
jjlll, And fliouhl have met the death he merited, 
i!j|lj i But my regard for Herod bids me hope 
|,] ‘ I That he will foon behold the fnare they laid, 
tl lil Punifli the traitors, and revenge the caufe 
;jj ' , Of injur’d virtue : if thou lov’fl: thy king, 
jjj If thou regard’ft his honour or his peace. 

Calm his wild rage, embitter not his foul 
j,; ’ With vile fufpicions, and remember. Have, 

; Borne is the fcourge of villainy ; remember 
. ; 'j That V arus knows thee 5 that he’s mafter here, 

|i \‘ And that his eyes are open to deteft thee* 

Ijj Away : let Mariamne be obey’d, 

I * And treated like a queen 5 obferve her v/ell, 

' Ajtid, if thy life be dear to thee, ref|:)e£l: her* 

MAZAEL 
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MAZAEL. 

My Lord *— * 

VARUS. 

Begone: you know my laft commands- j 
Reply not, but obey them. ? 

SCENE IIL 

VARUS, ALBINUS. 

VARUS. 

Without thee, j- 

And thy welLtimed advice, thou feeft, my friend, ^ 
The beauteous Mariamne had been loft^ . ' 

ALBINUS. ' ■ f 

Zares* return raisM my fu fpicions of him 
His moft officious care t’avoid thy prefence, 

And troubled features, I muft own, alarm’d me. 

VARUS. I 

How much I owe thee for th’ important fervice f 
By thee iQie lives 5 by .thee my heart once more f 
Shall tafte its nobleft happinefs, the beft ; 

And faireft treafure of the virtuous mind, ■ !,; 

The happinefs to fuccour the opprefs^dv I 

ALBINUS. , I 

Such generous cares befit the ibul of Varus | f 

Thy arm was ever ftretchM to help the wretched; | 
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13^ MARIAMNE, 

Still haft thou borji Rome's thunder thro' the worlcf^^ 
And only conquer'd but to blefs mankind I 
Wou’d I might fay thy pity ditftates here^ 

And not thy love ! 

VARUS. 

Aduft love then be the caufe i 
Who wou’d not cheriih innocence like hers ? 

What hearty hov/e’er indifF Vent, vvou'd not plead 
So feir a caufe ? who v/ou’d not dye to feye her.? 

ALBIxNUS. 

Thus the deceitful paffion hides itfelf 

In virtue's garb, and fteals into the heart : , ' 

Thy haplefs flame — 

VARUS. 

Albinus, I canfefs it ; 

The wretched Varus dotes on Mariam ne : 

Thou fee'll: my naked heart, which fears not tliee^ 
Becaufe thou art my friend : judge then, Albinus^ . 
How muii: her dangers have alarm'd my foul ! 

Her fafety and her welfere are my own j 
Death in its uglieft form were welcome to me. 

If it cou'd make my Mariamne happy, 

ALBINUS. 

How alter’d is. the noble heart of Varus ! 

Love h^ aveng'd himfelf ofall thy flights 5 
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No longer do I fee the virtuous Roman, 

Severe and unimpaiSon’d, ’midft the croud 
Of rival beauties, who follicited 
His wandVing eyes, regardlefs of their charms* 
YARUS* 

To virtue then, thou knowft, and her alone, 

I paid my vows : in vain corrupted Rome 
Offer'd her venal beauties to my eyes ; 

Their pride difgufted, and their arts dlfpleas’d ; 

Falfe in their vows, and in their, vengeance cruel ; 

I fav/ their fhamelefs fronts all cover’d o’er 
With foul diflionour : vanity, ambition', 

Caprice, and folly, bore the name of love ; 

Such conqueffs were unworthy of thy friepd* 

At length the pow’r I had fo long contenaif d 
Indignant faw me from bis eaftern throne. 

And foon fubdued ; it was my fate to rule 
O’er Syria’s melancholy plains : when heay a 
Had to Auguffus giv’n the vanqyifii’d world. 

And Herod, midft a croud of kneeling kings, 

FelLat his feet, and fued for'^his .protedtibn, 

Hither I came, and fatal to my peace, . 

Was Palseftine, for there I firft beheld hen. 

The melancholy theme of ev’ry ’tongue 
Was Mariamne’S' woesj, all wept her, fhte, " 
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DoomM-to the arms of an inhuman hufoandj 
Who flew the father of his lovely bride : 

Thou know’fl what mis’ries fbe had fufFer^'d fince^ 
Her fbrrows only equalFd by her virtue ; 

Truths ever baniOi’d from the courts of kingSy 
Dwells on her lips^ and all the art fhe knows 
Is but the generous care to ferve the wretched* 

Her duty is her law ; her innocence. 

Calm and ferene, contemns the tyrant’s powV, 

And pardons her oppreiTor 5 ev’n follicits 
My aid to fave the man who wou’d deftroy her. 

Her virtues, her misfortunes, and her charms 
United, are too pow’rful for rny foul 5 
I love her, my Albinus , but my love 
Is not a pafEoai which one day creates. 

And in another is forgotten ^ no ♦ 

The heart fhe has fubdu’d is not the flave 
Of loofe defire, but by her virtue fir’d. 

Means to revenge but never to betray her. 

ALBINUS. 

But if the king, my lord, has gain’d from Rome 
Permiffion to return. 

VARUS. 

Ay, that I fear : 

! myfelf did move the fenace for him. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps already he returns to empirej ' 

And this abhorred mandate is his own i 
The hrft hd proof of his authority : 

It may be fatal to him. Varus^ powV 
May fooii be loft^ but O I his love remains 
Yes> I will dye in Mariamne^'s caufe ; 

The world fliall weep her fate, and I revenge rt*. 

Enb of the Fiji ST Act. 


ACT IL SCENE L 

SALOME, MA2JAEL* 

SALOME. 

H O U fee’ft, we’re ruinM 5 Marlamne triumphs. 
And Salome’s undone : that lingering ZareSj,, 
How tedious 'was his voyage, as if the fea 
Unwillingly tranfported him ! whilft Herod . 

Flies with the winds to empire and to love : 

But fea and land, the elements, the heav’ns. 

All, all confpire with Varus, to deftroy me* : 

Ambition, thou haft plung’d me deep in woe 
Why did I liften to thy fatal voice ? 

I knew his foolijfli heart wou’d foon relent ; 

Ev’n now I fear he has revok’d the mandate, ■ ■ 

And 




• i 


3 



136 M A R I A M N E« 

And all the harveft of my toll is grief 
And danger, that ftill wait on high conditioii 
Stripp’d of its pow’r : ^ready fawning crouds 
Adore my rival, and infult my fall : 

My feeble glories, all eclips’d by her,, 

Shall fhine no more, for this new deity 
Muft now be worfliipp’d : but this is not all,. 

My death, I know, muft crown the. triumph 5 
Can never reign whilft Salome furvives 5 
She will not fpare a life fo fatal to her. 

And yet, O fliame, O infamous fubmiffion f 
My pride muft ftoop to vile diftimulation. 

To footh her vanity with feign’d refpedi. 

And give her joy of — Salome’s deftrudiiona 

. ■ • M.AZAEU 

Defpair not. Madam, arms may yet be found 
To conquer this proud queen : I ever fear’d 
Her pow rful charms, and Herod’s weaknefs for herj. 
But if I may depend on Zares, ftill 
In the king’s bofom dwells determin’d hate. 

And he has fworn that fhe ihall die ; the blow 
Is but fufpcnded till he comes himfelf 
To execute his vengeance ^ but, mean time. 
Whether his heart be iliarpen’d by refentmentjr, 

0 | 



Or mov’d by lovCa it is enough his hand 
Once fignM the mandate : Mariamne foon 
Will fwell the tempeft^ and eternal difcord 
Shall rankle in their hearts : I know them well : , 
Soon will ihe light again the torch of hatred, 
Revive his doubts, and work her own deftrudfion 
With new difdain will irritate his foul : 

Rely upon herfelf, and mark her ruin. 

SALOME,. 

0 ! kis uncertain ; I can never wait 

Such tardy vengeance ]. I have furer means ^ 
Danger has taught me wifdom : this loud rage^ 
Thefe violent tranfports of th’impaiEon’d Varus^ 

' If I obferve aright, can never flow 
From g’enerolity^alone, and pity 
Is feldom knov/n by marks like thefe : the queen. 
Has charms, and V arus may have charms for h^r., 

1 know the powV of Mariamne ’s. beauty, 

Npr envy her the croud of gazing fools. 

Who throw their flatthing incenfe at her feet; 

The dangerous happinefs may coft her dear ; 
Whether fliediftens to the Roman’s vows, 

Or with the conqueft only means to footh 
tier fickle pride, it is enough for me, 

If it prefepves that powk 1 tnuft not lofe 
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O’er Herod’s heart. Take care my faithful fpies 
Perform their ofHce ; let them be rewarded, 

And fell me precious fecrets. — Ha ! flie comes, 

Muft I therr fee her ? ‘ 

SCENE. II. 

MARIAMNE, ELIZA, SALOME, MAZAEL, NABAL.. 
SALOME. 

Joy to Mariamne : 

Herod returns, and Rome this day reftores. 

To me a brother, and to thee a hufband. 

Thy cruel fcorn had rais’d his juft refentment, . 
Which now fubfides, and love has quench’d the flanre 
Which love alone infpir’d ; his triumphs paft. 

His future glories, all the fenate’s rights 
Repos’d in him, the titles he has gain’d. 

All brought to lay at Mariamne’s feet. 

Proclaim thy happinefs : enjoy his heart j 
Enjoy his empire j. I am pleas’d to fee. 

Thy virtues thus rewarded j Salome. 

Shall lend her aid to join your hands together. 

mariamne. 

I neither look’d for, nor defir’d your friendlhip t 
I know you, madam, and fliall do you juftice j 

- I 
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I know by what mean arts, and treacli rous- faifhoodj, 
Your paw’rleft malice has purfu^'d my life. 

Perhaps thou think’ft my heart is like thy own. 

And therefore trembleft j but thou know’fl: me not: 
Fear nothing, for thy crimes and pimi&ment 
Are both beneath my notice : I have feen 
Thy bafe defigns, and have forgiven them i 
I leave thee to thy confcience, if a heart 
Guilty as thine is capable of feeling. 

SALOME. 

IVe not deferv'd this bitternefs and wrath 
From Mariamne : to my honeft zeal, 

My condudb, and my brother, I appeai 
From thy fufpicions. 

MARIAMNE. 

Pve already told thee. 

All is forgotten, I am fatisfy’d, 

And I can pardon, tho" I can’t believe thee-. 

MAZAEL. 

Now, by the pow’r fupreme, my royal miibrefs, 
Scarce cbu’d my pains — - 

MARIAMNE. 

Stop, Mazael, excyfe' 

Is added injury 5 obey the king, 


That 
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That is tliy iluty : fold to my oppreflbrs, 

Thou art their iaftrument j perform thy oiTiCC, 

I fliall not ftoop to make complaints of thee. 

Thou, Salome, may’ft hence, and tell the king 

. ' [To Salome-', 

The fecrets of my foul ; enffame his heart 

Once more with rage ; I ihall not ftrive to calm it i 

InftruiSf your creatures to deal forth their fiander. 

I’ve left their vile attempts unpunifli’d ftill 5 
Content to ufe no arms againft my toes, 

But blamelefs virtue, and a juft difdain. 

MAZAEL. 

What haughtinefs ! 

SALOME. 

■’Twill meet with Its reward ; 

It is the pride of art to punifli folly. 

SCENE HI. 

MARIAMNE, ELISA, NASAL. 
ELISA. 

Why, my lov’d miftrefs, wou’d you thus provoke 

A foe who burns with ardor to deftroy you ? 

Perhaps the rage of Herod is fufpended 
^ But for a time, and yet may burft upon you. 


Death 
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Death was departing, and thou cairfi him back, 

When thou Arive to turn his dart afid? : ' • 

Thou haft no friend to guard or to defend thee 
Varus, thy kind protestor, muft obey 
The fenate*s orders, and to diftant realms 
Convey its high commands : at his requeft. 

And by tliy kind afliftance, Herod gainM 
I'iis powh, and now the tyrant will return 
With double terror : thou haft furni&’d him 
With arms againfe thyfelf, and muft depend 
On this proud mafter, to be dreaded more 
Becaufe he loves, becaufe his paiSon fowr’d 
By thy difdam~~~ 

MAKIAMNE. , . . / 

My dear Elifa, fly^ 

Bring Varus hither : thou art in the right % 

I fee it all 5 but I have other cares 5 

My foul is fiird with more important bus’nefs t 

Let Varus come : Nabal, ftay thou with me, 

S C E N E IW 

, ; MARIAMNE, NABAL. 

MAEIAMNE, , ,, 

Thy virtues, thy experience, and thy 2;eaJ 
For Marlamne’s welfare, Ixave long fmee 

Dcferv ’4 
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DefervM my confidence : thou know’fi: my heait3^. 
And all its ptirpofes ; the woes I feel^ 

And thofe I fear: thou {^lv/A my wretched mother^ 
Driven to defpair, v/ith tears imploring me 
To fiaare her flight : her mind> replete with terror;^ 
Sees ev’ry moment the impetuous Herody 
reeking with the blood of half her raccy 
Affaflinate her dearefl: Mariamne. 

Still file intreats me, with my hefplefs children^ 

To fly his wrath, and leave this hated clime 5 ' 
The Roman veffcls- miglit tranfport us foon 
From Syria’s borders to th’ Italian ihore ; 

From Varus I might hope fome kind protedxioiij 
And from Auguitus ; fortune points the way 
For my efcape, the only path of fafety : 

And yet, from virtue or from weaknefs, which 
I know not, but my foolifh heart recoils 
At flying from a hufband’s arms, and keeps. 

Spite of myfelf, my ling’ring footfteps here* 

NABAL. 

Thy fears are groundlefs 5 yet I mufi: admire them, 
Becaufe they flow from virtue : thy brave heart, 
Tb'at fears not death, yet trembles at the thought 
Ev’n of imaginary guilt : but ceafe 


.Your 
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Your caufelofs doubts ; coiificlcr where you are ; 

Open your eyeSj and mark this fatal palace. 

Wet with a faiher’s and a brother’s blood. 

In vain the king denies the horrid deed ; . 

Cjefar in vain abfolves him from the crime, 

WhiHl the whole eafi pronounce him guilty of it 
Think of thy mother’s fears, thy injur’d Tons, 

Thy murther’J father, the king’s cruelty, 

7'hy lifter’s hatred, and v/hat fcarce my tongue 
Can mention without horror, tho’ thy virtue 
fegardlefs finiks, thy death this day determin’d. 

If, undifmay'd by fuch a feene of woe, 

'Fhou art refolv’d to meet and brave thy fate, 

O ftill remember, ftil! defend thy children : 

The king hath ta’en away their hopes of empire, 

And well thou know’ft what dreadful oracles 
Long ftnee alarm’d thy fears, when heay’n foretold. 
That a ftrange hand ihou’d one day join thy Tons 
To their unhappy father. A wild Arab, 

Implacable and pitylefs, already 
Hath half fulfill’d the terrible predidlion : 

After a deed fo horrid, may he not 
Accomplifh all the reft ? From Herod’s rage 
Nothing is facred j v/ho^c'an tell but now, 

■ JEv’b 
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Ev’n now he comes to ad his bloody purpofej 
And blot out all our Afmonasan race f 
’Tis time to guai-d againft him, to prevent 
His guilt, and flop his murthVous hand ; to fats 
Thofe tender vidims from a tyrant’s fword. 

And hide them from the fight of fuch examples* 

Within thy palace from my earlieft years 
Brought up, and by thy ancelfors belov’dj 
Thou fee’ft me ready to partake thy fortunes 
Where’er thou goe’ft : away then ; break thy chains 
Fly to the juftice of a Roman fenate ■, 

Implore them to adopt thy injur’d fons. 

And ftelter their dillrefs ; fuch innocence 
And virtue will ateiifli great Auguftus. 

If juft and happy is his reign, as fame 
Reports, and conquer’d worlds in rapture bend 
The knee before him, ifhe merits all 
The honours he has gain’d, he muft proted- thee. 

MARIAMNE. 

My doubts are vanifli’d, and I yield to thee j 

To thy advice, and to a mother’s tears j . 

To my fon’s danger, to my own hard fate ; 

Which dooms me yet perhaps to greater ills 

Thari 
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Than I have fufFer\h Go thou to my mother 5 
When night fliali throw her fable mantle o*er 
This feat of guilty let fome one give me notice 
That all is ready 5 *llnce it mufi: be done^ 

I am prepar’d. ‘ . 

SCENE V. ' 


MARXAMNE, VARUS, ELISA. 
VARUS. 

I come, great queen j to know 
Tour laft commands 5 which, as the law of 
Shall be reverd ; fay, mull this arm revenge thee ? 
Speak, and ’tis done : command, and I obey. 

MARIAMNE. 

V arus, I’m much indebted to thy goodnelsj 

And, but my forrows plead their own excufe,' 

Sliou’d not be thus importunate 5 I know 

Thou lov’ft to help the wretched, therefore afle 

Thy genVous aid : whilft Herod’s doubtful fate 

Hung in theballance, and he knew not whi«h 

Awaited him^ a prifon or a throne, ' . • 

I did follicit Varus in his favour j ' 

Spite of his cruelties, againft my peice, 

# ' ' ' ■ 

I Againft my intVeft, I perform’d my duty. 

Now Mariamne for herfelf implores ' 
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Thy kind protedion i begs thee to preferve 
From moft inhuman laws, her haplefs fons, 

'I'he poor remains of Syria’s royal race. 

Long fmee I fliou’d have left thefe guilty walls. 

And afk’d the fenate for fome fafe retreat ; 

But whilft the fword of war fill’d hall the world 
With blood and flaughter, t’was in vain to itciw 
For refuge in the feene of wild defirudion : 

Auguftus now hath giv’n the nations peace. 

And fpread his bounties o’er the face of nature ; 

After the toils of hateful war, refolv d 

To make the world, which he had conquer’d, happy: 

He fits fupreme o’er tributary kings. 

And takes the poor and injur’d to his care : 

Who has fo fair a title to his j uftice. 

As my unhappy, my defencelefs children J 
Brought by their weeping mother from afar 
To alk his fuccour ; he will them. 

His gen’rous hand will wipe off all our tears. 

I fhall not alk him to revenge my caule. 

Or punifli my proud foes ; it is enougn 
If my lov’d children, form’d by his example. 

And by his juftice taught, true Romans foon. 

Shall learn to rule of thofe who rule mankind. 

A mother’s comfort, and her children’s fafety, 

^ Depend 
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Depend ^ori' thee : my v/oes will vanifli all ^ 

if thou wilt hear me ; and thy noble heart ' , , 

Hath ever been the fidend of -injur’d virtue : I 

To thee I owe my life : aiSil me now. 

Remove me-, V ar us, from this fatal palace ; 

Grant my benighted ftepsa friendly guide 
To Zidon’s ports, where now thy veiTels lie. 

Not anfvver m.e ! what means that look of forrow ? l 
Why art thou fileiit ? O ! too well I fee 
Thou wilt not hear the voice of Wretchednefs. , , > 


VAR0S. 


Tt is not fo : I hear, and will obey thee : 

My guards iliall follow thee to Rome : dirpofe 
'Of them, of me j my heart, my life is thine. 

Flee from the Tyrant, break the fatal tye j 
‘ Tis punifliment enough to be forfaken 
Bv Mariamne : ne’er fhall he behold thee: 

Thanks to his own injuftice j and I feel 
Too well there cannot be a fate more cruel,* 

Forgive me^ but the thought of lofing thee 
Hath drawn the fatal fecret from my breaft ; 

I own my crime : but, fpite of all my weaknefe. 
Know, fmy refpect is equal to my love : 

Voi*L ' H ■ Vnm 
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Varas but wiiiies to protect thy virtuCj 
But to reverige thy injuries, and die. 

M’ARIAMNE. 

I hoped the great preferver of my life 

Wou’d prove the guardian of my honour too 5 

And to his pity only thought I ow'd 

His kind ailiftance : ne’er did I expedt 

That he, of all men, flioidd increafe my forrows^ 

Or that, to crown the woes of Mariamne, 
i’ iliou'd be forc'd to tremble at thy goodnefs, 

And blufh for evVy favour I receiv’d : 

Yet, think not. Varus, that thy pafSon, thus 
Delear’d, ftiall rob thee of my gratitude : 

My conftant friendiObip ftiall be ever thine j 
I will forget thy love^j but not thy virtues : 

Thou hadft my praife and my efteem till now. 

But longer converfe may deprive thee of it ; 

For thy fake therefore. Varus, I muft leave thee^ 

SCENE , VL : • ; 

VARUS, ALBINUS. 

ALBINUS. 

I fear youFre troubled, Sir; your colour changes^. 
VARUS. 

Albinus, I mult own, my fpirits droop 5 ‘ 

1 ?ity, my friend, the weaknefs of a heart 

That 
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That never lovM before : alas ! I knew not 
How ftrong my fetters were, but now I feel. 

Nor call I break them : .with v/liat fvvect clemeancr, 
And lovely foffnefs, did foe chide my paiilon 5 
Calm and unruffled, how her tranquil prudence 
T aught me my duty, and enibrcM her own ; 

How I ador'd her ev’n when file repuls’d me ! 

Tve loft all hope, yet love her more than e\’cr t 
Gods ! for wdiat dreadful trial of my faith 
Am I referv’d ? . 

. ALBI.NIJS. 

Wilt thou then aid her fiiglu f 
VARUS. 

‘"Tis a fad olHce. 

ALBiNUS. 

Art thou pleas’d fo well 
With her dlfdain, as thus to make tliyfdf 
Unhappy, and promote thy own deftnidlion ? 

What doft thou purpofe ? 

VARUS. 

Can I e'er forfake her? 

Can I rebel againfl: her laws ? my heart , 

Were then unworthy of her. Hence my doubts, 
’Twas Mariamne fpoke, and I obey : . ^ 

Quick let her leave the Tyrant 5 let her feek ; . ’ 
H % Auguftus : 
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Auguftus ; file has caufe to fly, and Varus 
Has none to murmur or complain ; at leaft 

She leaves me the fweet pleafure to reflea:. 

That I have liv’d and aaed but for her ; 

■Have broke her chains, have fav’d her precious hie : 

Nay more : for I will facrince my love. 

Fly from thofe dang’rous charms that v/ou’d bstniy uies 
And imitate the virtue I adore. 

Ertn of the Second Act. 


act hi. S C E N E I. 

VARUS, NABAL, ALBINUS, ATTENDANTS on VARUS. 
■NABAL. 

T he king, iSiy lorfj happy Herod, comes 
Triumphant, and the Hebrews flock in crouds 
To meet him : Salome, alarm’d and fearful 
Of her declining intereft, joins bis train ^ 

Of fawning courtiers, fooths his pride, and ftnves 

By ev’ry'art to gain him to her purpofe ; 

The priefts attend, and ftrew their palms before him, 
With Herod comes the faithful Mamas, 

Deputed by his fov’reign to attend A,, 
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"rknioble Varus ) he will foon be here. 

Still hath he pfov’d himfelf the conflrant friend 
Of Mariamne;, and by whokfome counfels 
Safterf d the rage of his impetuous mailer : 

'Fhe queen^ ftill wavVing and irrcfolute,. 

Condemns herfelf; her rigid virtue fears 
To do what danger tells her muft be done : 

She quits the palace^ then returns ; mean wiiile 
Her anxious mother^ falling at her feet, 

Ihithes them in tears, points to her v/eeping children^ 
And trenibling begs her to depart :■ file flops, 

And doubts, and much I fear will flay too long : 

’"'ris thou niufi: haften her j; on thee alphe 
Depends the fafetj of the nobleft being 
Heavm e’er gave birth to, O preferve her, faVe 
The race auguft fprung from a line of kings j 
Save Mariamne. Are your guards all ready?- ' 
May I infprm her of it ? 

' VAEUS. 

All’s prepar’d : 

I gave them orders ; fhe may go this moment*. 

NABAL, 

And wilt thou too permit a faithful fervaat 
To follow his lov’d miftreis ? 

.'varus*.: 
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VARUS. 

Go with her, 

Wait on her fteps, and guard her as thy life : ^ 

This hateful place deferves her not : may heav n. 

In pity to her forrows, fmile upon her; 

Light up a fairer fun to gild her journey, 

And bid the waves in fmoother currents flow. 
Obedient to the facred charge they bear ! 

Thou, good old man, may’ft follow and attend her; 
Thou art too happy, but thou haft deferv’d it. 

SCENE 11. , 

VARUS, ALBINUS, ATTENDANTS on VARUS. 
VARUS. 

Already Herod comes ; the trumpet’s found 
: Speaks his return ; unwelcome found to me ! 

I dread his prefence : cruel as he is, 

Inftant his wrath may fall on Manamne ; 

WoLi’d flie had left for ever thefe fad feats 
Of guilt and horror ! wou’d I might partake 
Her flight ! b.;t O ! the more I love, the more 
I niuft avoid her ; t’were in me a crime 
To follow her ; and all that Varus can— 

But Idamas approaches. 
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S C E N E III. 

YARUS, IDAMAS, ALBINUS, ATTBNPANTS, 
oil VARUS. 

IBAMAS. 

Ee’r the king^ 

-My royal mafterj comesj with gratitude 
I'o pay thy bountiesj and receive from thee 
I'he holy fceptrcj,, fay, wilt thou permit me ?~ 
VARUS. 

No more : your king may fpare this idle homage, 
7'htfc pradis'd arts of viiionary friendfliip 
Auicngft the great, drawn forth with pompous fplend'or 
Jliit to amufe the gapijig multitude, 

And foreign to the heart : but fay, at length 
P^omehas confented ; Herod is your king ; 

Doth he deferve to reign ? Is the c].ueen fafe*. 

And Will he fpare the blood of innocence ? 

IpAMAS. 

May the juft gods, who hate the peijur’d man, 

Open his eyes, now blinded by impofture ! 

But v/ho fliall dive into his fecret thoughts, 

Or trace th^ emotions of his troubled foul ? 

Nought can we draw from him but fallen filence : 
Or . if perchance the name of Mariamne 

H 4 Efcape 
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Efcape his lips, he fighs, and raves this moment- 
Gives fecret orders, and the next revokes them : 
Herod dctefts the race from whence ihe fprang^ 

And hates her more becaufe he lov’d too welL 
Perfidious Zares, by thy order flopp’d. 

And bv thy order free’d, th’artificer 
Or calumny and fraud, v/ill ferve the caufe 
Of llibtle Salome, whilft Mazael lends 
His fecret aid : the jealous Herod liflens 
To their fuggellions ^ they beziege him clofefy 3 
And their oiScious hatred ftill keeps truth 
At difiance from him : this great conqueror, 

Who made fo many potent monarchs tremble, 

This king, wliofe noble deeds ev’n Rome admir^dj. 
Whofe name yet fills all Afia with alarms, 

In his own houfe beholds his glories fade : 

Toni byTufpicions,' and o’erwheJm’d -With grief 3 
Led by his flfter, hated by his wife : 

I pity him, and fear for Mariamne, 

Say, wilt thou not protecl: her ? 

■ VARUS. 

’Tis enough : , 
Albinus, follow me, the queen’s in danger : 

Away, for I muft fave the innocent; 

IDA Ivl A S 
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Will jrou not wait tlien for the king ? 

VARUS. 

I know 

I fliouM receive him here : it is my duty. 

For fo the fenate wills : but other cares 
Infpire me now, and other int’refls guide : 

^Tis my firil: duty to prote<S the wretched. 

\_Exli 

IDAMAS. 

What ftorms do I forefee ? v/hat new diftrefe 
Will foon o’ertalce us ? Now, O IfraeFs God, 
Change Flerod^s heart ! 

SCENE IW, 

H-EROD, MA2J.AEL,, IUAMAS, ATTENDANTS 
on H^'EROD 

HEROD. 

Varus avoid me too 1 

What horrors meet me here on ev’ry iide ! 

Good heaven ! can Herod infpire nought but hatred. 
And terror to mankind ? Is ev’ry heart 
Thus £hut againft me ? To myfelf difguftfu]. 

My people, and my queen with grief opprcfs^ 

I re-afeend my throne, and only' come 

E s, " 'to^ 
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Xo fee the forrows my own hand hath mads# 

O heavhi ! 

MAZAEL, 

Be calm, my lord, let me intreat you^ 
HEROD. 

Wretch that I am, what have I done ! 

.MAZAEL. 

Ha ! v/eeping ! 

Shall Herod weep, the great th’ illuftrious Icing, 
The dread of Parthia, and the friend of Rome, 

For v/ifdom and for valour long renowiiM ! 

O ! think my lord, of thofe diftinguifliM honours 
Which Antony and vidory beftow'd ^ 

Think of thy fame, when feen by . great Auguftus, 
Fie chofe thee from a croud of conquer’d kings, 

And mark’d thee for his friend : call back the time, 
When great Jerufalem, by thee fubdued, 

Submitted to thy laws ^ by thee defended, 

Once more fhe fhines with all her antient luftre. 
And fees her fov’reign crown’d with fair fuccefs : 
Never was king in peace or war more happy. 


HEROD. 

There is no happinefs on earth for me 3 
Fate points its poifon’d arrows at my breaft; 

And, to complete my woes, F have deferv’d them. 

IDAMAS. 
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Permit me^ Sir, the freedom to oBferve, 

Your throne, by fears and jealoufies furrounded, 

W ouM ftand more firmly on love’s nobler bafis : 
The king who makes his people’s happinefs 
Secures his own : thy foul, thus rack’d with tortureSj 
Might trace the poifon’d waters to their fpring. 

O, my lord, fufFer not malicious tongues 
To wound the peace and honour of thy life ; 

Nor fervile flatterers to eilrange the hearts 
Of thofe who long to fer^e their royal mafter ; 

Ifrael flhall then enamour’d with thy virtues — 
HEROD.. 

And thijtik’fl:..thou Herod might again be lov’d ? 

ma2;ael. 

Zares, my lord, ftill faithful to his charge. 

Burns with the fame unweary’d zeal to ferve thee : 
He comes from Salome, and begs admittance, 
HEROD. 

What ! bothTor ever perfecute me ! No ! 

Let not that monfter e’er appear, before me j 
I’ve heard too much already : hence, begone. 

And leave me to myfelf : what {hall I do 
To calm'my troubled foul? Stay, Idamas, , 

And, Mazael, ftay,.. ’ . . ' . 

SCEN'T' 



158 MARIAMNE. 

SCENE 

HES.OD, MAZAEL) IDAMAS. 
HEROD. 

Behold this dreadful monarch, 
This mighty king, who made the nations tremble j 
Who knew fo well to conquer and to reign, 

To break his chains, and make the world admire 
His wifdom and his pow’r ; behold him now, 

Alas ! how little like his former felf ! 

MAZAEL. 

All own thy greatnefs, and adore thy virtues. 
IDAMAS. 

One heart alone refifts, and that perhaps 
May fiill be thine. 

HEROD. 

; No ; Herod’s a Barbarian, 
Havvorthy of his throne. 

IDAMAS. 

Thy grief is juft. 

And if for Mariamne ; 

HEROD. 

Fatal name ! 

’Tis that condemns me ; that reproaches flill 
My tortur’d foul with cruelty and weaknefs. 

MAZAE 
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MAZAEL. 

My lord, your goodnefs but augments her hatred ; 
She loaths your fight, and flys from your embraces^, 

HEROD. 

I courted hers. 


, MA2AEL, ■■ 

Indeed, my lord 

KEEOD. 

'■ , I did:- , . ■''' 

This fudden change, this grief that hangs upon.me> 
Thefe flaameful tears, do they not all declare 
That Herod is return’d from Mariamne ? 

With love and hatred mingled in my foul, 

I left the croud of flattVers. in my court. 

And flew to her : but what was my reward ?' 

How did we meet ! in anger, frowns, and ilrife r. 

In her indignant eyes I read my fate. 

And my injuftice ; flie fcarce deigri’d to cafl 
A look upon me ; ev’n my tears avaird not 
They only ferv'd to make her fcorn me more. 

MAZAEL. 

You fee, my lord, her foul’s implacable. 

And never will be foften’d by indulgence | 
but enflames bet pride. ’ ' 

HEROD* 
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SCENE V, 

HKROD, MAZAEL, IDAP/IAS. ^ 
HEROD. 

Behold this dreadful monarch's^ 
This mighty king, who made the nations tremble ; 
Who knew fo well to conquer and to reign. 

To break his chains, and make the world admii^e 
Kis wifdom and his pow’r , behold him now, 

Alas ! how little like his former felf i 

MAZAEL. , 

AH own thy greatnefs, and adore thy virtues* 
IDAMAS. 

One heart alone refifts, and that perhaps 
May ftili be thine. 

HEROD. 

. No : Herod^s a Barbarknj^ 
Unworthy of his throne. 

IDAMAS. 

Thy grief is juft. 

And if for Mariamne- ^ 

HEROD. 

Fatal name F 

®Tis that condemns me 5 that reproaches ftili 
My tortur’d foul with cruelty and weaknefs. 

MAZAE 
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MsXZA'EL. ] 

My lord, your goodnefs but augments her hatred ; ! 

She loaths your fightj and flys from your embraces, j 

' HEROIX'' 

I courted hers. „ ' . , 

, MA^^AEL. ' ' 

Indeed, my lord f ' 

HEROD. 

Mdid:-' .'. ' r J 
This fudden change, this grief that hangs upon, me^ ^ 
Thefe fliamefii! tears, da they not air declare f 

That Herod is return’d from Mariamne ? J 

With love and hatred mingled in my foul, ^ 

I left the croud of flattVers in my court,, | 

And flew to her : but what was my reward ?’ f 

RT 

How did we meet! in anger, frowns, and firife:: J 

In her indignant eyes I read my fate,, ^ 

And my injuftice : fhe fcarce deign’d to caft ! 

A look upon me ev’n my tears avail’d not;, I 

They only ferv’d to make her fcorn me more. I 

MAZAEX. ■ ■, I 

You fee, my lord, her foul’s implacable. 

And never will be foften’d by indulgence j L 

Ii; but emlames her pride. ' | 

HEROD*' ■ i 
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SCENE V, 

HEROD, MA2;AEL, IDAMAS, / 
HEROD. 

Behold this dreadful monarchy 
7''hLs mighty king, who made the nations tremble ; 
Who knew fo well to conquer and to reign. 

To break his chains, and make the world admliio 
His wlfdom and his pow’r j behold him now, 

Alas ! bow little like his former felf 1 

MAZAEL. 

All own thy greatnefs, and adore thy virtues* 
IDAMAS. 

One heart alone refifls, and that perhaps 
May ftill be thine. • ’ 

HEROD. 

^ No : Herod^s a Barbaria% 
Unworthy of his throne. 

IDAMAS.. 

Thy grief is ■ 

And if for Marlamne-- 

HEROD, 

Fatal name ? 

‘Tis that condemns mej that reproaches ilill 
My tortur’d foul with cruelty and weaknefs* 

MAZAE 
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MAZAEL. 

My lord 5 your goodnefs but augments her hatred ; 
She loaths your fight, and flys from your embraces», 

HEROD.'" 

I courted hers. 


MA2-AEL-* 

Indeed, my lord f 

HEROD. 

. . I did:' 

This fudden change, this grief that hangs upon me, 
Thefe fiiameful tears, da they not all declare 
That Herod is return’d from Mariamne ? 

With love and hatred mingled in my foul, 

I left the croud of flatt’rers in my court,. 

And flew to her : but what was my reward ?’ 

How did we meet ! in anger, frowns, and flrife t 
In her indignant eyes I read my fate. 

And my injuftice : fee fcarce deign’d to call 
A look upon me ;■ ev’n my tears avail’d not; 

They only ferv’d to make her fcorn me more. 

MAZAEL. 

You fee, my lord, her foul’s implacable. 

And never will be foften’d by indulgence s 
It but enflames her pride. ' • ' 

EER6D* 
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SCENE V\ 

HEROD, MAZAEL, ID AM AS.. 
HEROD. 

Behold this dreadful monarchy 
This mighty king, who made the nations tremble^ 
Who knew fo w^'ell to conquer and to reign, 

To break his chains, and make the world admi^ 

Kis wifdom and his powV 5 behold him now, 

Alas! how little like his former felf! 

MA2AEL. 

All own thy greatnefs, and adore thy virtues^ 
IDAMAS. 

One heart alone refifls, and that perhaps 
May ftill be thine. • ‘ 

HEROD. 

. No : Herod's a Barbarian^ 
Unworthy of his throne. 

IDAMAS. 

Thy grief is juft. 

And if for Mariamne- 

HEROD. 

Fatal name ? 

’Tis that condemns me ; that reproaches ftill 
My tortur'd foul with cruelty and weaknefs. 

MAZAEL. 
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MAZAEL. 

My lord, your goodnefs but augments her hatred | 
She loaths your fight, and flys from your embraces^, 

HEROD. ■ 

I co'urted hers. 


MASAEL, 
Indeed, my lord ? 

HEROD. 

' .. IdM:- 


This hidden change, this grief that hangs upon mS;,. 
Thefe fcameful tears, do they not all declare 
That Herod is return’d from Matiamne ? 

With love and hatred mingled, in my foul, 

I left the croud of flatt’rers in my court, 

And flew to her : but what was my reward 
How did we meet ! in anger,, frowns, and llrife 
In her indignant eyes I read my fate. 

And my injuftice : ihe fcarce deign’d to caft 
A look upon me j ev’n my tears avail’d not ; 

They only ferv’d to make her fcorn me more. 

ma,2;ael. 

You fee, my lord, her foul’s implacable, 

And never will be foften’d by indulgence 5 
It but enflames her pride. 

■ , . HE" “^1 
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SCENE V', 

HEROD, MAZAEL, IDAMAS. 
HEROD. 

Behold this dreadful monarchy 
T.'his mighty king, who made the nations tremble^ 
Who knew fo well to conquer and to reign. 

To break his chains, and make the world admijip 
His vvildom and his powV ; behold him now, 

Alas ! how little like his former felf 1 

?.IAZAEL. 

All own thy greatnefs, and adore thy virtues. 
IDAMAS. 

One heart alone refifts, and that perhaps 
May ftili be thine. 

HEROD. 

. No : Herod’s a Barbarian^ 
Unworthy of his throne. 

IDAMAS. 

Thy grief is juft^ 

And if for Mariamne-- - 

HEROD. 

Fatal name ! 

Tis that condemns me 5 that reproaches ffill 
My. tortur’d foul with cruelty and weaknefs. 

MAZAE.L 
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MAZABL. 


My lord, your goodnefs but augments her hatred ; 
She loaths your fight^ and jBys from your embraces^ 


HEROD. 

I courted hers* 

M A 2: A EL. 
Indeed, my lord? 


HEROD. 

' , laid:- 

This fudden change, this grief that hangs upon.me^ 
Thefe (hameful tears, do they not ail declare 
That Herod is return’d from Mariamne ? 

With love and hatred mingled in my foul, 

I left the croud of flatterers in my court,. 

And flew to her : but what was my reward ?' 

How did we meet ! in anger,, frowns, and ftrife 
la her indignant eyes I read my fate. 

And my injuftice : fhe fcarce deign’d to caft 
A look upon me y ev’n my tears ayalFd not^ 

They only ferv’d to make her fcornme more. 

MAZAEL* 

You fee, my lord, her foul’s implacable, 

And never wall be foften’d by indulgence | 
but enflames her pride. 

HEROD* 
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HEROD. 

I know fhe hates me 
But IVe deferv’d it, and I muft forgive her : 

She has but too much caufe from one fo guilty*. 
MAEAEL. , 

Guilty, my lord ? haft thou forgot her flighfej^. 
Contempt, and pride, and wrathj. and fierce refent- 
ment 1 

Her father’s plot, her own deligns againft you. 

And all her race your mortal foes I Hircanus 
Had oft betray’d you ; th’ Afmonaean league 
Was firmly knit j and by fuch dang’rous pow’rs. 

That nothing but a mafter-ftroke cou’d fave.— ~ 
HEROD.. 

No matter : that Hircanus was her father,. 

I fliou’d have fpar’d him ; but I only liften’d' 

To proud ambition,, and. the love of empire 
My cruel policy deftroy’d her race ; 

I kill’d the father, and profcrib’d his daughter r. 

I wanted but to hate and. to opprefs. 

And heav’n, to punifh me, hath made me love her,^ 
IDAMAS. 

To feel a palEbn.for a worthy objedl:. 

Is not a weaknefs in us, but a. virtue,. 

Worthy- 



MARIAMNE. i6i 

Worthy of evVy good which heaven hath glv’n thee ; 
Efteem thy love amongft its choiceft bleffings*, 

HEROD. 

What hath my raflinefs done f ye facred mane^j. 
HircaiiiiSj Oh ! 

MAZAEE. 

Banifh the fad remembrance,. 

And grant, kind heav’n,. the queen, too. may forget 
it ! 

HEROD. 

Unhappy father ! more unhappy hufband !: 

The injuries I have done my Mariamne 

Make her more dear : O ! if her heart — her faith--**-. 

But I have flay’d too long now, Idamas, 

ril make amends for all ; go, hafte, and tell her,. 

My foul, obedient to her will, fliall lay 
My throne, my life, my glory at her feet : 

Amongft her fons Fll chufe a fuccelTor, 

She has accus’d my fifter as the caufe 

Of her misfortunes, heinceforth I difclaim her; 

A nearer tye demands, the facrifice, 

And Salome muft yield to Mariamne : 

My queen fliall rule with pow’r unlimitted ! 

MAZAEV 
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MAZAEL., 

My lordj, you will not 

HEROD. 

Yes:. I am refolv^d 

I know her now 5 fie is the choiceft gift 
Of bounteous heav’n 5. as fuch I fliall revere her r 
V 7 hat cannot love, the mighty conqu^ror^ do i 
To Mariamne I fliail owe my virtue* 

In ravage pomp, and barb’rous majefty, 

Too long hath Afia feen her fov’reign rule 
Refpe£led by his people 5 fear’d, admir'd, 

Yet hated ftili 5 with crouds of worfliippers, 

But not one friend* My lifter, whom long time 
This fool ilh heart believ’d, hath ne’er confultecli 
My happinefs, my int’reft, or my fame : 

For Salome, more cruel than: myfelf. 

And more revengeful, dipp’d her hands in blood^^ 
And ruled my fubjedls with a rod of iron : 

Whilft Mariamne felt for the unhappy. 

Forgot her own diftrefs to pity theirs, 

And told me all their forrows : but ’tis pall: :: 
Henceforth I will be juft, but not fevere ; 

Fll ftrive to pleafe her by promoting ftill 
The public weal : Judah fliail blefs my reign, 
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P(3r I am chang^l. From this aiifpidcus hour. 

Far from my throiie> Faall ev’ry jjalous hau' 

Be now remov’d ; I will dry up the tears 
Of the opprefs’dj and reign o’er Pai^eftinej 
Not as a tyrantj, hut a citiaen 
Gain evVy heart to merit Mariamne’s. ■ 

0 fcek her 5. tell her how my fo ul reps' ntis’; ' 

That my remorfe is equal to my rafeuefi* 

Run, fly, begone, and inftantly return. 

What do I fee f my fhbr? hence: O heatd% 

Finiili tlic woes of my unhappy life !, 

S C E’N E VL 

HEROD, $ALO-ME. ' 

SALOME.. ■ 

Well, Sir, you’ve feen your dear deceitful foe,, 

And fuffer’d more affronts 5 I know you have*. 

HEROD. 

Madam, permit me to inform you, this 
Is hot a time to add to my misfortunes 5 

1 woiikl remove them : my imperious temper 
Made me more fear’d indeed, but more unhappy : . 
Too long already o’er this houfe of forrow 

Hath vengeance pour’d her black and deadly pcuTon ? 

.Th« 
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The queen and you, thus at perpetual varian-ce^j, 
Wou’d be a fpring of endlels mirry ; therefore. 
My filler, for our mutual happinefs, 

For thy repofe and mine, ’tis beft to part|, 
Immediately, away : it miul: be fo. 

SALOME* . 

What do I hear ! O fatal enemy I 
HEROD. 

A king commands, a brother begs it of thee :: 

0 may he neVr again be forc’d to give 
One cruel order, ne'er take vengeance more, 
Nouriifh fufpicions, or feed guiltlcfs. blood ! 
Thou (halt no longer make my life a burthen'^ 
Complain of me, lament thyfelf, buc go* 

SALOME* 

Alas ! my lord, I fliall make no complaints ^ 
Since I am doom’d to banifhment by thee. 

It muft be juft, and fitting that I feou’d be 
For I have ever learn’d to make thy will 
My law : if thou command’fl:,. I muft obey ^ 

1 never feall refent the injury. 

Or call on nature and the ties of blood. 

Or to atteft, or vindicate my wrongs 5 
The voice, of nature’s, feldom heard by kings^ 


MARIA M N E. 

The ties of blood are much too weak to bind them; 

I will not boaft that tender friendihip nov/ 

Whofe z.eal offends thee;, much lefs wou’d I cal! 

To thy remembrance all my fervice paft j 
One look I fee from Mariamne foou 
Effaces all: but can^ft thou ever, think 
She will forget th’ attempt upon her life 
Which Herod made ? thee file muff fear : thou therc^ 
fore 

Shoud’ft dread her more : thou know^ft her vows> her 
thoughts 

Arc bent againft thee, and whofe counfels now 
Shall ffay her vengeance; Whereas the faithful heart 
Devoted to thee f where’s the watchful eye^^ 

Ever awake, to guard the life of Herod ? 

Who fhail unravel all her fubtle plots, 

Or who reft-rain her wrath ? Doff thou believe,. 

When thou haft put thy life within her powk, 

That love will plead for thee? O no ! fuch hate,. 

Such fcorn as her’s, fuch defperate refentment--^---*- 

HEROD. 

Permit me, Salome, at leaft to doubt, . 

At leift delude me. with the flattVing hopes. 

I may regain her heart : in this alone 
I wiih to be deceiv’d : £hew feme regard. 

Some 
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Some kind compaiilon for a brother’s ’^^;eakner5 r 
I mufl: believe,, thou knov/ft Fve too much reafoi],. 
Thy hatred was a barrier to oiu* love : 

Thy malice harden’d Mammae’s heait, > 

And, but for thee, I had been lefs detefted. 

■SALO-ME. ,, 

Coiid’d thou but know, O! coud’ii: thou but conceive 
To what exccfs— 

HEROP* 

Sifter, Fi! hear no more i 
Let Marlamne threaten 5 let her take 
This loMthfome life, for I am weary of , 

So fliall I periili by the hand I love, 

- SALOME./ 

It woifd be cruel to deceive you longer 
By guilty filence, or conceal her crimes : 

' I know the danghous hazard that I run 
By ferving you ; but I mull fpeak, tho’ death 
Were my reward; poor, blind, deluded hufband^ 
Enflav’d by love for a vile worthlefs wo man 
Know Mariamne now, and know thy fharne : 

’Tis not her pride, her hatred, and difdaln, 

Shoifd make th.ee loath her, but that— ihe is frJfe i 
She loves another,. 


HEROD. 
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HEROB. 

Mfiriarane love 

Anotlier! barb Vous Sifter ! to fafpeS:' - 
Her fpotleft virtue ! Is it thus thou mean’il 
To murther Herod ? Are thefe poiron'd darts 
The heft' farewell that thou can’ft leave thy brother? 
To light up difeord, ihame^ and rage^ and horror^ . 
In niy diftradled mind ! Cou’d MariaiTuie •— * — 

■But thou a!reacly haft too oft deceivM me j 
Too long have I giv’n credit to thy falfehood : 

Now iieav’n has puniili’d my credulityj 
Sat it has ever been my fate to love 
Thofe who abhor me, You are all my foes 5 
All fworn -to peifecute the wretched Herod^ 

; ■SA.LO'ME. 

Far from thy fight then , 

HEROB, 

Stir not hetice, I charge theei 
Another is belov'd ? Speak j tell me, who 
Muft fall a facrifice to He'rdd’s vengeance ? 

Purfue thy work, and make tny woes complete* 


SALOME. 

Since I muft fpeak-^^ — ^ 


HEROD* 
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HEROD. 

Strike here ; behold my heart i. 
Who has diflionoiir’d me ? Whoe’er he be. 

Thou, Salome, perhaps may’ft anfwer for it. 

For thou art guilty r thou haft undeceiv’d me •: 

Now at thy peril fpeak. 

SALOMl^. 

No matter, 

HEROD. 

Well 

SALOME. 

^Tis— ^ 

SCENE VIL 

HEROD, SALOME, MAZAELi 
MAZAEL. ■ 

Bear not this indignity, my lord, 

The queen is fled, accompany’d by Varus, 

HEROD. 

Varus, andMariamne! gods! where am If 
MAZAEL. 

Varus, my lord, and all his troops have left 
The palace, and a fecret band is plac’d 
About the walls to favour her retreat s 
Your Mariamne will be loft for ever, 

^ HEROB, 
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HEKOD. 

The charm is broke^ and day fliines full upon me I 
Come, Salorne, acknowledge now thy brother. 

And know him by his wrath ; let us fiirprife 
The infidel : now judge if Herod ftill 
Adl's like himfelf, and like himfelf revenges* 

End of the Third Act. 


A C T 17* S C E N E t 
SALOME) MAZAEL* 

mazAel. 

N'cver did fair appearance gild fo well 
The fpccious covering of a happy falfehood ; 

\7ith what dexterity I play’d on him. 

And blended truth with artifice ! But why 
Art thou dejedled ? art thou hot reftor’d 
To Herod’s favor ? Mariamne loftj 
Beyond recovery loll ? Thou art reveng’d ; 

The king’s dillradled. I am Ihock’d myfelf 
When I behold the work of my owii hailds : 

Thou too haft feen the horrid fpeftacle. 

The trembling Haves all butcher’d by his hand^ 

Tint. 
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The Qiieen half-dead, and fainting by their fidc^ 
And Herod's arm uplifted as in a£i: 

To murther her : the children bath'd in tears 
Tall at his feet, and offer their own lives 
To fave their mother's : can'ft thou wi& for more^ 
Or haft thou aught to fear ? 

SAL.OME. ' 

I fear the king, 

1 fear thofe fatal charms which he adores ; 

That arm which oft uplifted falls as oft 
Inadhve down 'j that anger which foon kindled 
Is foon €xtin£t; which, doubtful ftili and blind, 
Exhaufts its feeble pow'rs in fudden tranf|x>rts : 

My triumphs, Mazael, are uncertain ftili 3 
T wice has my fate been chang’d this day, and twice 
; To hatred love fucceeded : if he fees 
The queen again. We are undone* 

S C E N E* IL 

HEKOD, SALOME, MAZAEL, GUARD'S* 
MAZAEE. 

He comes. 

And feems difturb'd : what horror in his afpedf: 1 
aAL-OME. 

Say, Herod, haft thou taken ample vengeance ? 

MAZAEL, 
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MAZAELo I 

i hope my royal mafter will forgive . |’ 

His faithful fervantj who thus dares to fpeak | 

Toiichliig the queen : but Varus is her fafe-guard^ !« 
Prevent his dark defignsj and iave tbyfcif- |- 

The haughty praetor, refolute and bold^ f ' 

Will make a merit of deftroying thee* J- 

]. 

HEROD, ' 

■ r 

Alas ! my filler, how have I been treated ! . 

Deceiv’d, betray’d ! help me to rail, to curie f' 

This dear ungrateful woman : now my heart t 

Refts all its hopes on thy affifting friendfliip : : ' i 

Thou, Salome, wert made a facrifice 
To my unhappy love for Mariamne 5 
I number’d thee amongft my worfl: of foes ; 

For her unkindiiefs did I punifh thee ; 

But thou haft feen my tendernefs betray’d, 

And, e’er this day is paft>.we’II be revengM t 
Yes, file fhall fuffer her fatal pow’r 
O’er Herod’s heart, that figh’d for her alone. : ■ 

O how have I ador’d, and how detefted, : J 

The faithlefs Mariamne ! and thou. Varus, I 

Shalt feel my wrath ; thou art a Roman, tlerefore / . ■: 

Tfiy life is fafe ; but I can punifli thee . , ' 

In blood more precious, aiuf ia dearer felf ; ^ ‘ | 

Voi, I. I Thru t 

' ■ ^ -'i 
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Thou-fliak behold the.objefl of thy lovCj 
Who has prefer’d thee to her hated lord, 

Thou flialt behold her icon expire in tormerll 
Sefore thy eyes : doll thou not think Auguftii,^ 
Will praife my juft feverity I 

SALOME. 

No doubt 

jHe willj fny lord, and wou'd himfelf advife iL 
’On the fame altar where his friends adore him§ 
He flieds the blood of foes : he teaches kings 
To rule and to be feared | let Herod mark 
And follow his example j thus alone 
Thy life can be fecure : the queen mull ftand 
Condemn^ by all^ and thou be juftify^d. 

MAZAEL. 

J3iit mahe good life of this important momentj 
Whilft Varus is yet abfent, and his farces 
Far from our walls 5 hoW Mze her, and completed 
Thy eafy vengeance'. 

•SALOME. 

Above all conceal 

From IfraeFs Tons thy purpofe and thy grief. 

And fpare tKyfelf the horror of a fight 
So dreadful 5 fly from this unhappy places 
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liie Witnefs of thy fhame, that muft recall 
•A thoufand mournful images ; O hide 
F rom evVy eye thy Ibrrows and thy tsars* 

HEKOB* 

No : I muft fee her ; face to face coiifouiid her ^ 
Force her to aiifwef j heiir her poor excufcs : 

Fll make her tremble at th’approach of death. 

And afk that pardon flie fhall ne’er obtaim 

SALOME.' 

My lord, you will not fee. her ? 

HEKOD* . 

Fe?ir me.not i 

Her doom is fix’d : vainly flie hopes that love 
Will plead her caufe j my heart is Ihut againft her.: 
Thofe eyes, which once were daiigVous to my peaces 
Are harmlefs now 5 her prefence will but raife 
My anger, not my love* Guards, bring her hither 5 
I'll only fee, and hear, and punilh her. , 

Sifter, I wou’d be privsite for a moment : 

[Ti 

Send Mariamne here : you ihay retire [ 7 "^ the guards* 

, ~ 1 % SGElp' 
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SCENE III. 

HEROD alone. 

"Art ihou refold d to fee her then ? O Herod^ 

Can ’ft thou depend on thy own treacherous heart ? 

Is not her guilt too plain j and have I not 
iJeen bafely injur’d ? Why then feek for more ? 
What proiit can this interview afford me ? 

I know her thoughts already^ know ftie hates me § 
Why lives fhe yet ? revenge, thou art too flow^ ! 
Unworthy Herodj coward as thou art. 

Go, fee her, pardon, figh again, and court 
Your haughty tyrant* No : to-night flie dyes : 

I’ve fworii it : thWmonsean blood fliall ; 

I hate the race, and am abhorf ’d by theiii. 

But fee, flie comes, heav’n ! \vhat a rtioUrnful fight ! 

SCENE IV. 

MARIAMNE, HEROD^ ELIZA, GUARDS. 
ELIZA. 

Sloufe up your fplrits. Madam, ’tis the king. 
MARIAMNK 

Where am I ; whither do you lead me ? O 
^Tis death to look upon him# 

HEROD^ 


M A R I A M N E- , ijS |„ 

' HERO0, ", 'i: 

How my foul | 

Shudders at ■ light of her f 

MAEIAMNE, ' ' ^ 

Eliza, help^ " If 

Support me, I grow famt* ; ■ 1; 

ELIZA. f 

This way., f' 


MAEIAMNE. 

What torment J 
HER OR. 

What lhall I fay to her O heav’n f' 
MARIAMNE. 

Well, Sir,, . 

Your pleafure : wherefore am 1 ordered here ? 

Is it to yield thee up the poor remains 
Of hated life, deftrudlive to us both ? 

Take it 5 ftrike here 5 Til thank thee for the blow |, 
The only gift I wou’d accept from thee* 



HE rod: 


Then thou lhalt have it : but firft Ipeak, defend, 

If polTible;, thy Ihameful flight, and tell me wherefoifes. - 
When Herod's heart, to thee alone indulgent,. r 

I 3 ■ So 
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So oft ojffbnded, yet as oft forgave thee^ 

The partner of iny eiripire and my glory^ 

What coud'ft thou purpofe by fo black a crime ? 

MARIAMNE. 

Is that a queftion fit for thee to afl<; ? 

But ^tis not now a time for vain reproaches ^ 

Yet fure, my lordj if wretched Mariamne, 

Far from tliefe walls had fought fome kind retreat^ 

If file for once bad dar’d to violate 

..,A hufband’s rights, and fwerve from her obedience^. 

Think of my royal anceftors 5 remember 

My fuffVings paft, my prefent danger 5 think 

On theft, my lord, and blame me if thou dar’iift 

HEROB, V 

But when thy guilty paffion for a traitor. 

For Yams ™ -*-— ' 

MARIAMNE* 

Stop thy bold licentious tongue : 
My life is thine : but do not cover me 
With foul diftionour,^ let me pafs atleaft 
Without a blufh unfpotted to the grave : 

Do not forget the facred tie that bound us. 

That join’d my honour and my fame with tliine, 

Aa 
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A»- facial I have preferv’d them : look on me ; 

Strike here | thour’t welcome : but remember ftill 
I am thy wife j pay fome refped to. me. 

And to tbyfelf, 

HEROD. 

O !' it becomes thee well 
T o talk of facred ties which thou haft broke : 

Perfidious woman ! woifd not the proud fcorn 
And hatred thou haft fliewa alone condemn thee ?■ 

MARIAMNB. 

Since thou already haft decreed my fate,, 

What wou'd avail my hatred or my love ? 

What right haft thou to Mariamne^s heart, 

Which thou haft filFd with forrow, and defpair, |; 

'And anguiih: thou who, forthefe five years paft,,. 

Haft mark’d my days with bkternefs and woe ; 

Thou fell deftroyer of my guiltlefs parents, 

V/here is my murther’d father ? cruel Herod I t 

O ! if thy rage had fought no blood but mine,, [i- 

Heaven be my witnefs, I had lov'd thee ftill, 

And bleft thee in my iateft hour but Of 
Da not purfue me, Herod, after death j 
Do not extend my woes beyond the grave, - , ; 

Preferve my children > do not .pynifli them^ , 

I 4 , Becauft' 
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Becaufe they’re mine, but a£i a father’s part : 
Perhaps hereafter thou wilt know their mother | 
Perhaps flialt one day pity, when too late, 

The heart, which, never but by thee fufpecled-, 
CoLi’d not difgaiie its griefs ; the heart which ftill, 
Preferv’d its virtue, and, but for tKyfeJf, 
liad Iov*d thee, Herod. 

HEROD. 

Ha f what do I hear ! 

What charm, what fecret pow’r controuls my rage,, 
And fteals me from myfelf ? O Mariamne ! 

MAEIAMNE, 

O cruel Herod. ! 

HEROD. 

. O my focllih heart ! 
MAEIAMNE. , 

Fo,r pity’s fake behold my wrctchednefe^ 

And take this hated life. 

HEROD. 

My own is thine. 

For ever thine ; thou art my Mariamne ; 

Banifli thy fears ; O thou wer’t fure to triumph- 
When i beheld thee 5 make no more excufes. 

Thou art, thou muft be innocent : I now 
Muft tremble in my turn, and forgiv'cnefs :: 


Wilt 
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Wilt thou not pardon him who pardon’d thee? 

Were our hearts made but to deteft each other. 

To perfecute ourfelves ? Let us at once 
End all our fears and all our pains together 5 
Give me thy love^ give me thy hand again. 

MARIAMNE. 

Can’ll thou defire this hand ? O heav’nj thou know’il:* 
Herod’s is ftain’d with blood*. 

HEROD;. 

It is: Illbw 

Thy father, and my King 5 but wherefore did it ? 

To reign, with thee and what was my reward I 
Thy hatred a reward I well deferv’d : 

I have no right to murmur or complain ; 

Thy father’s death, and the injuftiee done 
To thy unhappy, children, are the leaft 
Of Herod’s guilt ; it reach’d ev’n Mariamne,. 

And ftr a moment I detefted thee 

Nay more, gave ear to.foul fufpicions of thee ;, 

^Twill be the height of virtue to forgive me j ’I' 
The more my crimes, the more thy foul will fliew'^ 

Its greatnefs : thou haft feen my weaknefs for thd 4 * 
Take heed that thou abufe it not j for love ■■■ - 
And ragcj thou know’ftj by turns poflefs my io^ j 

Is . '■'■"■'O; 
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O gi^e it eafe : thou turn'fi: afide thy eyes^^ 

Speak^ Mariamne»~ 

MARIAMNE. 

Such tumultuous traiifports 
Can never fpring, I fear, from true repentance I 
Art thou fincere, and may I truft thee,- Herod ? 
HEROD. 

Thou may^ft ; what is there which thou can^ft not do 

If thou wilt ceafe to hate me ? 'tw’'as thy fcorn 

That raised fuch furious tempefts in my foul j 

It was the lofs of Mariamne^s heart 

That made me favage, barbVous, and inhuman : 

My tears fhall wafii away the mutual ftain 
Of both our faults : and here I fwear-— 

SC.ENE. 

HEROD, MARIAMNE^ ELiSJA, a OHARD. 
GUARD. 

My lord, 

The people are in arms ; they have deftroy^ 

The fcafibid raised by Salome’s command, 

And flain the oiScers of juftice ; Varus 
Aflumes the fov’reign powV, he comes this way. 

And evVy moment we exped Jilm here. 


HEROD. 
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5i. 


tSi 


HEROD. 

Ha ! can it be ! thus at the very inftant 
When I was falling at thy feet, to raifc 
Thy minion— 

MARIAMNE 
O my Lord, can you believe— 
HEROD. 

Thou feek’ft my life, and thou {halt have It, traitrefs^, 
But I will drag thee with me to the tomb,. 

Spite of thyfelf, we there jQiall be united,, 

A guard there, and watch her*. .. 

SCENS VI. •. 

HERODi MARIAMNE, SALOME, MASJAEE, 
BLI2A, GUARDS. 

SALOME. 

Q, my brother,, 

Venture not forth j for the rebellious Hebrews 
Are rak^d againft you, and demand your life ; 
Repeating fhll the name of Mariamne : \ r 

They come ev’jn now to feize and take her from thee*. 
HEROD. 

Away, ril meet them unappalfd : but thou 
Shalt anfwer for this infult : to tby .care 
I leave her, Salome, guard well thy charge, r 

. . ' . . m&l-: 
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MARIAMNE^ 

I fear not death, but call high heav’n to witnefs---* 
MAZAEL. 

My Lord, the Romans are already here.. 

HEROi). 

And miifl: I leave the guilty wretch unpunifhy ? 
No ; file fliall bleed : it muft be fo : alas ! 

In my fad ftate I can determine nothing ^ 

DeiUh wouM be welcome i TH away and meet It,, 

End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT V. - S C E N E L 

MAPaAMNE, ELIZA, GUARDS,. 
MARIAM.NE. 

S oldiers, retire, and leave your queen, at leaft: 

The mournful privilege to weep alone. 

[Tie guards retire to a corner of the Jiage» 
Juft heav’n ! is this at laft my wretched fate ? 

My noble blood, my tide to a throne,. 

All that cou*d promlle years of happi nefs. 

And days of picafure, turn’d to deadly poifon, 

Havf., 
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Have fiird my cup witli bitternefs and woe. 

O birth ! O youth !' and thou deftru6Hve beauty^ 
Whole dangerous luftre but enflamM my pride^ 
Flatt’ring delufion ! imfubftaiitial {bade 
Of fancyM' blifs^ O how hail thou deceivUiiie ! 
Beneath my fatal throne for ever lurk’d 
Anguiili and care, digging the grave that now. 
Gapes to receive the dying Mariamne. 

In Jordan’s flood I faw my brother periih^ 

My father maflacred by bloody Herod, 

Who now has doom’d to death a guiltlefs wife : 
My virtue fiill remain’d, and that the tongue 
Of flander firives to wound : thou pow’r fupreme ! 
Whofe cbaflifements fevere are but the proofs 
Of innocence, I a{k not for thy aid,. 

Nor for thy vengeance 5 my great anceftors. 
Taught me to look on death unmerited’ 

Without a fear : take then my guiltlefs bloody 
But O ! defend my fame : command the tyrant 
To fpare my m,em’ry ; let not ckm’roua falfehood* 
Infukmy aihes :■ virtue is reyengU 
When file’s refpefed. But what new alarm, 
What dreadful Ihrieks are thefe ? the palace rings 
With loud confufionj and the. din; of arms ; 
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I am perhaps the caufe, they fight for me : 

They force the doors ; ha ! what do I fee? 

S C E N E IL 

MARIAMNE, VARUS, ELIZA> 
ALBINUS, SOLDIERS. 

VARUS* 

Away : 

Hence ruffians 5 you who hold your queen in bondage^. 
¥ile Hebrews,, hence : you, Romans, do your office.. 
[Herod'' s guards go offy chmn^dhyVarus^sfoldhrSo,. 
Now, Markmne, thou art free 5 thou fee’ft 
The tyrant cou’d not bar my entrance here : 

Mazael lies bath’d in his perfidious blood i 
At leaft my arm hath half aveng’d the caufe 
Of injur’d majefty : hafte,. Mariamne> 

§eke the propitious monrent, and fecure 
A Ihel ter from the ftprm : let us begone*. 

MARIAMNE. 

My lord, I cannot now accept thy bounty f 
After the vile reproach which Herod caft 
I; On my fair fame, I Ihou’d indeed deferve it> 

Were I imprudent to receive the aid 

Thou proffer’fl: : I have much more caufe to dfeai 

Thy kindnefs nov/ than hk barbarity 3 

, ^Twoud 
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^8s 

^Twou’d be difgraceful thus to owe my life 
To Varus ; honour fays ev^n this is guilty 
And death alone can expiate my offence*. 

VARUS. 

What woud’ft thou do ? alas ! unhappy prineefs^ 

A moment may deftroy thee : the time preffes ; 

Still we’re in arms 5 and Herod may fucceed : 

Doft thou not fear his rage and his dcfpair ?. 

.. MARIAMNE. 

No : I fear nought but fhame ; and know my dufy», 
VARUS. 

Am I then doom’d for ever to offend you i 
But I will do the work of vengeance for thee,. 

Spite of thyfelf : once more £11 to the field 5 
And, if the Tyrant comes acrofs me there,, 

This arm 

MARIAMHE. 

Stop, Varus i I detefl: a triumph 
So dearly bought : know, Sir, the life of Herod 
Demands my care ; his rights - — ^ 


By his ingratitude. 


VARUS. 

Are forfeited .. 
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MARIAMNE. 


The facred tye < — — ^ 

Is broken. 

VARUS, 

MARIAMNE. 


Duty hath united us, 
VARUS. 


But guilt divorces 5 therefore do not flray 
Revenge thyfelf, and fave fo many virtues,. 

MARIAMNE. 

Thou woud’ft difgrace them,. 

VAR.US, 

He, wou"d take thy lifei; 
MARIAM..NE.. 

Yet his is facred, fiill to Mariamne. 

VARUS,. 

He kill’d thy father,. 

MARIAMNE, 

Varus, I know weir 

What Herod did,^ and. what I ought todo«* 

Patient, i’ll wait the fury of the ftorm,. 

Nor by his crimes wou’d juftify my own;., 

VARUS. 

O noble, brave, unconquerable heart !’ 

Ye gods, how many virtues have confpir’d: 

■■Ta. 
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To fwell this tyrant’s guilt ! O Mariamne ! 

The moie thou fiaalt difclaim my proffer’d fervicej 
The more am I refolv’d to difobey thee. 

Thy honour difapproves what mine commands i 
!Put nought fhall flop me, nought intimidate :: 

I go to fearch the tyrant, and repair 
The hours Tve loft in not revenging thee\ 
MARIAMNE, 

My lord 

SCENE III. 
MARIAMNE, ELI2A, CUARDS. 
MARIAMNE, 

He’s gone, and wou^d not hear me : heaven. 
Let not more blood be ihed ^ O fpare my fubje-Ss 5 
Pour all thy wrath on me, and fpare ev’n Herod I 

SCENE IV. 

MARIAMNE, ELI^,A, NABAL, GU:ARD$. 
MARIAMNE. : 

O Nabal, art thou here ? what haft thou done 
With my dear children ? where’s my- mother? 

NABAL. 

Safe 

The wrath of Herod reaches not to them :: 
lliou art the only objedi of his fufy, 

■ Which 
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Which kiiidlcs at the hateful name of Varus :: 

If he is conquer’d^ Mariamne dies. 

The barb Vous Zares is already fent 
With fecret orders hither 5, thou., may^'fl guefe 
The purport, therefore now exert thy |}ow’r 
The people love thee ; oii their loyal zeal 
Thou may 'ft rely the fight of thee will raife 
Their drooping hearts 1 let 'em behold thee : fly 3,. 
My royal miftrefs^ let us call the priefts,. 

All Judah's fbns will rife to guard the race 
Of their lov'd, kings : at length the hour is come^. 
To conquer or to die let me intreat thee — * 
MAKIAMNE. 

True courage lies in knowing how to fufter, 

And not in ftirring up rebellious crouds 
Againft their fov'reign : I fh.ou'd blufh tothinkj^. 
That, anxious for itfeJf, my fearful heart 
Had ever form'd sbwifh for his deftrudhon, 

Gr rais'd my hopea of fafety on his death : , 

No : heav'n this moment has infpir'd my fareaft- 
With rage lefs guilty,, and a nobler purpofe : 

Herod fufpedls me, he fhall know me now s 
ni rufli into the battle | ftrive to part 
The king and Varus 5 caft myfelf before 
My hufbajxd's feet;, and yield him up my life. 
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I I Seel thi’s morning from that dreadful vengeance « j ! 

? Which now I learch for : banifliM by his crimes^ 

lils danger has recall’d me : honour bidjSj i 

And I obey : I go to fe,ve his life ; 

Who thirlb for mine* , . ^ 5 

' NAEAL. || 

. Alas ! to what extremes - i|:' 

MARIAMNE., 

I'm loft: ’tjs Herod, i;!' 

s c E N. E y. ' I 

HEJRO0, MARIAMNE, RLJZA, NABAE,, 

'IDAMUS, GUARDS. -‘I? 

HEROD. '■ ' f- 

Did they fee each otlisc ? 

NoWj Mthlefs wretch, thou dy’ft. | 

MARIAMNE. . | 

Do not, my lord,, |> 

Tis the laft boon that I lhall craves O do not | 

H-EROD. .. [f 

Begone — guard?, follow her. j- 

[Guards carry off Mariamm, !, 

NABAE. . 

.Eternal juftice ! . 

- . SCEWE 

! ’ ■ ■ ' 


r 
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hs:rod, idamus, guards. 

HEROD. 

' Let me not hear her namM : perfidioos woman !' 
WeUj my brave foldiers, are there yet more foes 

IPAMAS.' 

The Romans are, fubdued ; the Hebrews bend 
Once more fubmlflive to the yoke ; and Varus, 
Cover’d with wounds, to thy vi.clorious arm 
Gives up the field ; O thou haft gainM^this day 
Eternal glory 5 but the praetor’s blood, 

Shed by thy hand, will draw on thee the vengeance 
Of proud offended Rome : a crime like this.--^ 

HEROD. 

And now ..for my revenge on Mariamne« 

Unworthy of my love I caft her from me, 

And from this moment ftiall begin to reign. 

O ! I was blind, that fond deftrudtive paffion 
Was Herod’s only weaknefs let her dye : 

Let me forget her charms., and her remembranc®. 

Be blotted now for- ever from my foul. 

Are all things ready for the execution ? 

IDAMAS. 

They are, my lord*. - 

■ ■ HEROD* 



' U A: R lA M N 

HEROD. 

Hov/ quickly they obey me ! 
iJnhappy Herod ! muft ihe perife then ? 

Did’fl: thou fay^ Idamas, ’twas ready; all ? 

IDAMAS. 

The guards have feiz'd her perfoUs and too foon 
Thy vengeance will be fatisfled-. 

HEROD. 

She courted 

Her own dcftrudboUj and oblig’d me to it : 

But file is gone; I’ll think no more.on’t : Oh f 
I cou’d have liv’d and dy’d with Mariamne ; 

To what haft thou compell’d me ? 


SCENE the laft. 
HEROT, IDAMA.S, l^ABAL. 
HEROD. 

Nabal, ha! 

Whither fo fail ? juft heaven ! and in tears ! 
How my foul fliakes with dreadful apprehenfiom 


My lord-** 


NABAH; 

beAoj). 


What woud’ft thou fay ? 

nabat 
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iga 
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My feeble. voice 
Dies on my tremblmg lips^. 

HERO'^ , 

O Mariamne ! 

NABA.B. 

SuperSuous forrow ! 

HEROD* 

Ha ! ’us paft then, is it ? 

NASAL. 

SheisBomoit» 

HERbD. 

Ha ! dead ! great God ! 

■ - N ABAL. 

My iordj 

Permit me, ’us a debt I owe to thee, 

Due to her merii’ry, to her virtues due, 

'jTo £hew thee what a treafure thou haft lofi, 

The worth of that dear blood which thou haft fhed : 
fCnow, Herod, Ihe was never fakhlefs to thee ; 

But, ev"n whilft Varus fought for her, refus’d 
His offer’d haftd, flighted his ardent vows, 

And hazarded her life to fuccour thee, 

HEROD. 

What do I hear? O wretched Herod, ! Mahal, 

What haft thou told me ? 

■ NABAii, 
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In that very moment^ 
fev’n when her genVous heart iiifpir'd her luft 
i\nd nobleit d.&y thy cruel orders came. 

And file was led to deaA : thy barbarous fifter 
'Urg’d on her fate^ 

MROD. 

Inhuman Salome ; 

Why did my juflice fpare that cruel ihonfter ? 

What punifhmeiits muft be rcferv’d for thee ! 

But let thy blood and mine— Nabal^ go on. 

And kill me with the nidancholy tale. 

■ NABAJL. . ' 

How ^ha^I I fpeak the reft I the gu^rd, thoii fchow^ils 
By thee dire 3 ed> led, her hence : fhe follow’d 
Without a murmur or reproach of thee 5. 

Without affefted pride> or real fear ; 

‘On her fair front fate graceful majeily^ 

TemperM with foftnefs '5 modeft innocence 
And heart-felt virtue fparkled in her eyes j , 
tier forrowii gave new luftre to her charms ; 

Prieftsj Hebrews, all,’ with tears and fbrieks befought 
her: 

The foldiers. call’d for deaths and wept the fate 
t)fMariamhe-*^andofHerod tooi 
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For deep, they cryM aloud, wou'd be thy griefs 
And horror and remorfe attend thee ever, 

HEROD. 

How ev’ry word ftrikes to my heart ! 

5s[ABAL. 

She felt 

!^or their difirefs, and as fhe pafs’d along, 

Spake cornfolt to them. To the fatal fcafFold 
At length fhe came ; there lifted up her hands^ 
Loaded with fhamefdl chains, and thus flie fpake: 
® Farewell, unhappy king 5 Herod, fai'ev/ell ! 

* Thy dying Mariamiie weeps for thee. 

And thee alone 5 may this be thy lafl: aSi 

* Of foul injuftice ! may thy reign henceforth 

* - Be happy ! Take my people to thy care ; 

< Proted: my children ; love and cherifh them 5 
« And I fhall dye content. She fpake, and bent 
Her beaute 5 us body to the axe 5 I faw. 

And wept her fall. 

HEROD. 

Then Mariamhe’s dead ; 

Ahd Herod lives : thou dear, and honoured fbade ! 
Ye poor remains of all that once was fair 
And good, and virtuous, to the fdent grave 


Soon 
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Soon will I follow chee — e lhall not flop me^ 
Perfidious fubjefts ; from my murtli’rous hand, 

Why will ye wreft my fword ? O Mariamne ! 

Come no Wj and be reraig'd : tear forth this heart 
That bleeds for thee* • I faint, I dye. [^He faints. 

N A B AL. 

His fenfes 

Are loft ; his grief o'*er powVs him. 

HEROD. 

What thick cjoiids 

O^erfpread my troubled foul ! deep melancholy 
Weighs down my fehfes ; why am I abandoned, ; 
Left to my forrbv^rs thus ? No After here ; 

No Mariamne ! 'How }^oii ftand and weep-’ '■'iv’'" ' 
At diftance from me ! Dare you not approach, me ! 

All Judah flies before her wretched king. 

What have I done ? why am I thus abhorr’d ? 

Who will relieve me ? who will footh my grief f 
Fetch Mariamne to me. 

NABAL. ' " ■ 

Mariamne, 

My lord ! 

HEROD. 

Ay, bring her; for. I know the fight ^ ./i.;;:' 
Of her will calm ■ at once ' tnj agony : , . . ; v ■ 

VoL. L ^ K ' ; 
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When Mariamne^s wkh me, my blefs'd hours 
Are all ferene, and life glides fweetly on : 

Me thinks her very name hath heal’d- my woes^ 
And lefien’d my aifiidlion : let her come* 


My lord-— 
I’ll fee her. 


NABAL. 

HEROJ>, 

NABAL. 


Sir, have you forgot 
That Marlamne’s dead ? 

HEROD. 


What fay’jli thou ? 

NABAL. 

Grief 

Tranfports him ^ his mind’s hurt s he’s not himfelfc 
t HEROD. 

Ha ! Marlamne dead ! deftrudive reafon. 

Why com’ft thou now to tell me this fad truth ? 
Down with thefe hateful walls, this fatal palace, 
Staind with her blood, and let its ruins hide 
Th’ accurfed place where Mariamne perifh’d ! 

Is fhe then dead, and I her murtherer ! 

Punilh this parricide, this horrid monfter: 

Tear him in pieces you who weep her lofs. 

My fubjeds ; and thou, heav’n, who haft her now. 
Send down thy vengeful light’nings, and deftroy me» 
End of the Fifth and laft Act. 





ADVERTISEMENT. 

T his tragedy was exhibited for the firft'timc 
in 1730. It met with lefs fuccefs than any 
■of our author’s pieces in the reprefentation, having 
been played only fixteen nights. It has notwith- 
ftanding been tranflated into more languages, and 
more admired by foreigners than moft of his tragedies. 
The prefcnt edition of it diiFers greatly from the 
former* 
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D I S C O U' R S E 

o n 

TRAGEDY: 

In aLETTER to Lord Bolingbroke. 

On rhime. On the difficul ty of French verfification. 
Examples of it. Tragedies in profe. Rhime pleafes 

’ tlie French even in comedy. Chara6i:er of the 
EngliOi theatre. Faults of the French. The 
, Engliih Cato. Comparifon of the Manlius, of 
M. De la Foffe with the Venice prefervM of Ot- 
v/ay. Examen of Shakefpear’s Julius Crefar. Hor» 
ribie fpediacles amongft the Greeks. The obferva- 
tion of decorum and the unities. Fifth adl df 
Rodogune. The pomp and dignity of the tragic 
Scene. Advice of an excellent critic. On love. 

My Lord. 

1 H A V E here dedicated a French workg repre- 
fented at Paris, to an Engllfli patron j not 
becaufe there are not in my own counti*y many men of 
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iliftiiiguifh’d parts and judgments to whom I might 
have paid that compliment | but becaufe the tragedy 
of Brutus is as It were a native of England, Your 
lordfhip may remembers that when I retir'd t® Wandf- 
Worth with my friend, Mr. Fakener, that worthy 
and virtuous citizen, I employ'd my leifure hours at 
his houfe in writing the firft a£l of this piece in Englifli 
profe, pretty nearly the fame as it now ftands -in 
f rench verfe. I mention'd it to your lordfhip feveral 
times, and we were both equally furpriz’d that no 
^Englifbman had ever treated this fubjeft, which feems 
peculiarly adapted to your theatre. /You encouraged 
me to purfue a plan which wou'd admit of fuch noble 
jfentimentsi permit me therefore, my lord, to in- 
feribe this work to your lordflrip, tho' hot Written in 
your own tongue j to you, my lord, ^ 

the firA editions of this tragedy, no notice was taken of 
Lee’s Brntns 5 but the fadt. roundly anerted, that no EngiiOiman 
bad ever treated this fubje£l: in the edition, however, novjt 
before us, Mr. Voltaire, or fomebody for him, has lubjoin’d 
the following note : 

^ There i$ a Brutus by an author whofe name is Lee, but it is 
^ a piece intirely unknown, and never play’d.’ 

iVii'. V. rauit have had veiy little acquaintance with the Engliih 
{iage, not to know that ‘Tauteur nomme’ «Lee, the author whofe 
name was Lee,’ is one of our favorite dramatic wTitersj and 
tijotjgh wild and extravagant, was poffefs’d of fine abilities. 

Spirat tragicum fiitis & feliciter audet. 

His Lucius Junius Brutus, though inferior in coadu61: t 
Voltaire’s, has many fine and mafierly ilrokes in it. 

-Dode' 
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Dotle fcrmones utriufque liiigiise* 

you, 'wlio are able to iuftmcl: me In French as .well, as 
Englifh 5 you, who at leaft have taught me to 
my own language that force and energy, whicfi 
freedom of thouglit can alone infpire : for the vigo- 
rous leiitimcnts of the heart pais Inibnlibly into enr 
tnqrrefnoiis, and he who thinks nobly will always 
fpeak ib* 

I rnufi: own, niy lord, on my return from Engkndji. 
where I had pafs^d almoft two years in the continual 
ftudy of your language, I found myfelfat alofs when 
I fet about a French tragedy. I was accuftomM 
almolt to think in Englifh, and perceivM that the 
French idioms did not prefsnt themfelves to my 
imagination with that facility as they had formerly : 
it was like a rivulet, whofe current had been turned 
another way ; fome time and pains were requifite to^ 
make it flow again in its proper clianneL I began 
then to be convinc’d, that to fucceed in. any art, we 
muft cultivate it all our lives. 

What deterFd me more than any thing from works 
of this kind, was the fevere rules of our poetr}’’, and the 
flavery of rhime. I regretted that happy liberty 
which you enjoy of writing tragedy in blank v.erfe i 
K 4 of 
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of lengthning out, or fliortniiig almof!: all your words | 
of running one verfe into another ; and^ upon occafion, 
coining new expreflions 5 v/hich are generally adopted, 
if they found well, and are ufeful, and Intelligible. 
An Englifli poet, faid I, is a freeman, who can 
fubje<5!: hzs language to his genius ; whilft the French- 
man is a fiave to rhime, obllgM fornetimes to make 
four verfes to exprefs a fentiment, that an Englifhman 
can give you in one. An Englifcman fays what lie 
wii4 a Frenchman only what he can. One runs 
along a large and open field, whilft the other walks in 
ftiackles, through a narrow and fiippery road : but, 
in fpite of all thefe refieflions aird complahits, we 
can never fliake off the yoke of rhiine 5 it is abfo- 
lutely eflential to French poetry. Our language will’ 
not admit of inverfions; nor our verfes bear to be 
run one into another : our fyllables can never produce 
a fenfible harmony, by their long or fhort meafures : 
our csefura's, and a certain number of feet, wou’d not 
be fuilicient to diftinguifli profe from verfe ; rhime is 
therefore indifpenfibly necefiary : befides, that fo many 
of our great matters, who have written in rhime, fuch 
as Corneille, Racine, and Defpreaux, have fo accuf- 
tom’d our ears to this kind of harmony, that we cou^ 
never bear any others and I once more therefore 
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infifi: upon ity that whoever can be abfurd enough^ to 
feake ofF a burthen which the great Corneille was 
obliged to carry, wou^ be look'd upon, and with 
great- reafon, not as a bold and enterprifmg genius, 
ftriking out into a new road, but as a weak and : 
potent writer, who had not ftrength to fupport himfelf : 
in the old path. 

Some have attempted to give us tragedies in profe; 
but it is a thing whicby I believe, can never fuccced.. ^ 
Thofe who already have much, are feldom contented 
with a little s and ha will alw^ays be a very unwel- 
come gueft to the public, who fays, I come to lefTen ' 
your pleafure. If, in the midft of Paul Veronefe or : 
Rubens’s pictures, any one flioif d come and place 
his fkctches with a pencil, wou’d he have any’ right | 
to compare liimfelf with thofe great artifts? We are 
us’d at feafts to dancing and iiiiging, wou’d it be ; 
enough on thefe occafions merely for us to walk and: - 
fpeak, only under the pretence that we walked and : 
fpoke well, and that it was more eafy, and more ' 
natural ? ' ■ ^ ; 

It is mofl: probable, that verfe will always he made - 
ufe of in tragedy, and rhime in our own. It is e\Tix 
to this conftraint of rhime, -and the extreme feverifcyof 
our .verfification, that wc are indebted for the- moft. 

K 5 ■ excellent. 
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excellent performances in our language. We require 
in our rhimes that they fhou’d never prejudice the, 
fentimentj that they fiiou’d never be trivkij nor 
kbour’d ; and are fp rigorous as to expedl: the fame 
purity, and the fame exadinefs in verfe, as in profe. 
We don’t permit the Icafi licence : we force our au- 
thors to carry all the chains without breaking one 
link, at the fame time to appear entirely free, and 
never acknowledge any as poets who have not ful- 
fill’d all thefe conditions. ‘ 

Such are the reafons, why it is more eafy to make 
a hundred verfes in any other language, than four in 
French. The example of Abbe Regnier Defmarais, of 
the French academy, and alfo of the academy of La 
Crufca, is a fufScient proof of this. He tranflated 
Anacreon into Italian with great fuccefs j and yet his 
French verfes, except a few of them, are but very 
indifferent. It was nearly the fame vdth Menage. 
How many of our men of genius have made excellent 
Latin verfes, and written others in their own language 
which were infupportable ! 

Many difputes have I had in England about our 
verfification : what reproaches have I heard from the 
karned^ Bifliop of Roebefter for this childifh con* 

* The celebrated Dr. Atteibuiy. 

• . * ftraint^ 
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ftraihtj wliich, he us’d to fay, we ridiculoufly laid upon 
ourfelves, out of mere wantonnefs and levity : ' but de- 
pend upon my lord, the more a ftranger knows of 
oiir language, the fooner will he reconcile himfelf to 
that rhime which is at iirfl: fo formidable to him. It 
is not only neceffary to our tragedies, but is even an 
ornament to cur comedies themieives. A good thing 
in verfe is more eafily retain’d : the various pictures of 
human life will be always more ftriking in verfe,. 
(when aFrenchman fays verfe, he always means rhime) 
and we have comedies in profe, by the celebrated Mo- 
liere, which we have been oblig’d to put into verfe af- 
ter his death, and which are never play’d but in their 
new drefs. 

Not daring therefore, my lord, to hazard on the 
French theatre that kind of verfe which is ufed in Italy 
and in England, I have endeavour’d at leaft to tranf^ 
plant into our feene fame of the beauties of yours ; at 
the fame time I am fuSiciently fatisfy’d, that the Eng- 
lifli theatre is extremely defedlive, I have heard you 
fay you have not one good tragedy 5 but to make you. 
amends, in thofe wild , pieces which you have, there . 
are fome admirable feenes. . Hitherto there has, been 
wanting, in all the tragic authors of your nation, th*%|: 
purity, that regular condudl:,, tkat decorum in the ac- 
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tion and ftile, and all thofe ftrokes of art which haye 
eftablifli’d the reputation of the French theatre fince ’ 
the time of the great Corneille ; though, at the fame 
time, it muft be acknowledg’d, that your moft irregu-** 
lar pieces have very great merit with regard to the 
adtion. 

We have in France fome tragedies in high repute, 
which are rather con verfations than the reprefentation 
of an event. An Italian author, in a letter on the 
theatres, wndtes thus to me ^ Un cretico del nof* 

* tro Paftor Fido diffo che quel componimento era 

* un riaffunto di belliiEmi madrigalij credo, fe vi- 

* vefle, che direbbe delle tragedie Francefe che fono un 
^ riaffunto di belle elegie, e fontuofi epitalami/ 

I am afraid there is but too much truth in what tny 
Italian friend fays; our exceffive delicacy obliges us 
frequently to put into narration, what we wou’d gladly 
have brought before the eyes of the fpe&tor : but \ve 
are afraid to hazard on the fcene new fpedtacles, before 
a people accuftomM to turn into ridicule every thing 
which they are not ufed to. 

‘ i.e. A critic on our Paftor Fido fays, that work is nothing but 
« a collection of the moft beautiful madj-igais ; I believe, if he 

* was now living, be wou'd iay of the French tragedies, that 

* they wcje a cpileibon of iine elegies, and founding epitbala- 
miunisf 

The 
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The place where our comedies are adlcds and the 
abufes which have crept into itj is another caufe of 
that drynefs which appears in fame of our pieces. The 
benches on the ftagCj appropriated to the ' fpedatorsj 
confine the fcene, and make all action almoft imprac- 
ticable : and this is the reafon why the decorations^ fo 
highly recommended by the ancients^ are with us lei- 
dom well adapted to the piece : and above ally it pre- 
vents the adiors from paiTing out of one apartment in- 
to the other in fight of the fpediators 5 as was the 
fenfible pradrice of the Greeks and Romansj to pre- 
ferve at once unity of place and probability. 

Hotv, for inftance, cou^d we dare, on our theatre^ 
to bring on the ghoft of Pompey^ or the genius of 
Brutus, amongft a croud of young fellows, who fel- 
dom look upon the mofi: ferious things but with a view 
to fliew their wit by a hon mot on the occafion ? how 
could we produce before them the body of Marcusj 
and Cato, his father, crying out, 

Who wou’d not be that youth? what pity is it 
That we can die but once, to ferve our country ! 

Why mourn you thus ? let not a private lofs 
ABlct your hearts : ’tis Rome requires our tears f 
The miftrefs of the world, the feat of empire, 

The nurfe of heroes, the delight of gods, 

That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth 

And 
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And fet fhe nations free, Rome is no more,» 

O liberty ! O virtue ! O my country! 

This is what the late Mr, Addifon took the liberty to , 
do at London, This Cato was tranflated into Italian, 
and play'd in feveral parts of Italy : but if we were to , 
hazard fuch a fpedlacle at Paris, you woukl hear the 
parterre roaring out, and obferve the women turning, 
their heads away. 

You can't imagine how far we carry this delicacy. 
The author of our tragedy of Manlius took his fubjed 
from the Engliih piece, wrote by Otway, call’d, ' 
Venice preferv’d. The plot is taken from the hiilory 
of the confpiracy of the marquis de Bedemar, written 
by the Abbe de St. Real, Permit me to obferve by the 
way, that this fhort piece of hilfory is much, fuperior 
both to Otway's piece, and our own Manlius. Firft, 
you may remark the prejudice that oblig’d the French 
author to difguife a knov/n fact under Roman names, 
whilft the EnglijOh writer made ufe of the real ones., 
The London threatre faw nothing ridiculous in a Spa- 
nifli ambaSador s being call’d Bedemar, or the con- 
fpirators Jaifier,. Pierre, mid Elliot: this alone in. 
France wou’d have been fuiScient to ruin the perform- 
ance. But Otway affembks the confpirators | Re- 
Baud makes^them all take their oaths ^ a%ns to 

each 
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each of them his poft ; appoints the hour to begin the 
maffacre j and every now and then calls an eye of dif- 
fidence and fufpicion on Jaffier, whom he miftrufts. 
He makes a pathetic addrefs to them all, which 
tranflated word for word from St. Real : Jamais re- 
pos fi profonde ne preccda un trouble fi grand/’ &c. 

But what has the French author done? afraid to 
produce fo many perfons on the Rage, he only relates 
by Renaud, under the name of Rutilus, an inconfide- 
rable part of that fpeech which he tells us he had made 
to the confpirators. One may perceive by this cir- 
cumfiance alone, how fiiperior the Englifli fcene.is to- 
the French, however faulty Otway’s piece may be in 
every other refpedl. 

With what pleafure have I feen at London your 
tragedy of Julius Caefar, which for thefe hundred and 
fifty years paft has been the delight of your nation ! 
not that I approve the barbarous irregularities which it 
abounds with : it only aftonifhes me, that there are not’ 
many more in a work written in an age of ignorance, 
by a man v/ho did not even underfcand^ Latin, and had 
no inftriidlor but his own genius: and yet, amongft 

* Mr. V. woiVd find it difficult to prove that Shakefpear 
did not underfland Latin, and ilili moi'e fo to convince us that 
the age he lived ui was an age of ignorance, ■ ' • ■ 

, , ■ fo 



fo many grofs faults, with wliat rapture did I Behold 
Brutus, holding in his hand a dagger, ftill wet 'with 
the blood of Csefar, affeniBIe the Roman people, and 
thus harangue them from the Tribunal : 

* Romans, countrymen, and friends, if there be 

* any in this al&mbly, any dear friend of C^efar’s, to 
^ him I fay that Brutus’s love to Caefar was no lefs 

than his. If then that friend demand, W’hy Brutus 
^ rofe againft Csefar,. this is my anfvver: Not that! 

* lov’d Caefar lefs, but that I lov’d Rome more. Had 
^ you rather Csefar were living, and die all Haves ] 
‘ than that Caefar were dead, to live all free-menf 
« As Caefar lov’d me, I weep for him ^ as he was foiv 
^ tunate, I rejoice at it 5 as he was valiant, I honour 
^ bimi But as he was ambitious, lilew him. XVho’s 
^ here fo bafe that wou’d be a bondman ? if any, jpeak, 

* for him have I offended. Who is here fo rude that 
‘ wou’d not be a Roman ? if fpeak, for him have I 

* offended. Who is here fo vile that v/ill not love his 
‘ country ? if any, Ipeak, for him have I offended# 

‘ AIL None, Brutus, none, 

^ Brutus. Then none have I offended. Here 
■€,. comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony ; who, 
though he had no hand in his death, jfliall receive 
^ the benefit of his dying, a place in the common- 

* wealth. 



wealth; as which of you fhail not. With this I de- 
^ partj that as I flew my beft lover for the good of 
^ Romoj I have the fame dagger for rnyfelf^ when it 
^ ihall pleafe my country to need my death. 

^ dlL Live;> BrutuSy live.^ 

After this fcene Antony comes to excite the com- 
paflion of thofe very Romans whom Brutus bad juil 
before infpir'd with his own rigour , and barbarity. 
Antony, by an artful difcourfe, leads back as it were 
infenfibly thefe haughty Ipirits, and when he fees 
them foftenM a little, fliews them the body of C^efar; 
and making ufe of the moft pathetic figures of rhetoric^ 
excites them to fedition and revenge. The French? 
perhaps, wou’d never fuffer on their ftage a chorus 
compos’d of Roman Artifans and Plebeians; woU^’ 
never permit the bleeding body of Csefar to be expos’d 
in public j or the people to be excited to rebellion by 
an harangue from the tribunal : cuftom alone, who is 
the queen of this w’-orld, can change the tafte of na- 
tions, and make the objedfs of our averfion pleafing 
, and agreeable* ‘ 

The Greeks produc’d fpetSlacIes on the ftage that 
appear not lefs ihocking and abfiird to ns. Hippolitus, 
bruis’d with his fall, conies on to count his wounds^ 
and niakc hideous lamentations. Phiiodictes falls into 
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a trance^ oecafion’cl by the violence of his palns^ and 
the black blood flows from his wound* Oedipus^ 
coverM with blood that drops from the remaining part 
of his eyes^ which he had been juft tearing out^ com- 
plains both of -gods and men. YV e hear the fhricks 
Cljtemnseftraj murder’d by her own fon ^ and EleSra 
cries out from the ftage, * ftrike^ fpare her not^ fljc 
* did not fpare our father/ Prometheus is fiften’d to 
a rock, by nails drove into his arms and ftomach. 
The furies anfwer the bloody ghoft of ClytcmnEeftraby 
horrid and inarticulate noifes. In fbort, many of the 
Greek tragedies are filfd with terror of this kind, that 
is to the laft degree extravagant. The Greek tra- 
gedians, in other refpedts fuperior to the Engllfli, 
were certainly wrong in often miftaking horror for 
terror 5 and the difguftfiil and incredible for the tragic 
and the marveilous. The art was in its infancy at 
Athens in the time of ^Efchylus, as at London in the 
time of Shakefpear : but amidft all the fliults, both of 
the Greek and Englifli poets, we find fingular beauties, 
and the true pathetic ; and if any of my countrymen, 
who have no other knov/ledge of the manners and 
tragedies of . their neighbours, but w^hat they get from 
tranflations and hear- fays, condemn them ^without re- 
ftridfion : they are, in my opinion, like fb many 

Wind , 
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blind nienj who fliou’d affure m that a rofc couM not 
have lively colours, becaufe they felt the thorns at the' 
end of their fingers : .but if the Greeks and you have 
both pafs'd the bounds of decorum, and the Englifh 
more particularly abound in^thc frightful infiead of the 
terrible, we, on the other hand, .as overfcrupulous as 
you have been rafll, for fear of going too far, ilop "too 
fiiort, and very often fail of reaching the tragic, for 
fear of going beyond it. 

I am far from propofing, that the ftage fliouM be a 
feene of blood-ihed, as it is m Shakefpear, and many 
of his fucceflbrs, vs/ho, ivithout his genius, have imi- 
tated his faults j but I dare believe, that there are Tome 
certain circumftances and fituations, which at prefeiit 
appear fhocking and difguftful to a French audience, 
that, if well condu&d, reprefented with art, and 
above all foften'd by the charms of good verfe, might 
give us a fpecies of pfeafure we are ,as yet unac- 
quainted with, which notwithftanding may certainly 
be attain’d, 

, ' ^ II jTeil point de ferpent ni de monftre odieux 
Qui par Fart imite ne puille plaire aux yeux, 

* i, e. There is no feipent, or odious monte, but if well 
imitated by art, may be made agreeable to the eye. ^ 

The French lines are taken from Boikau’? art of poetry. 

At 
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At leaft I fliou’d wifh to be inform’d^ why our 
Heroes and Heroines ihou’d be permitted to kill them- 
fslves and nobody elfe : is the fcene lefs bloody by the 
death of Athaliah> who ftabs herfelf for her lover, than 
it wou'd be by the murther of C^far ? And if the fight 
of Cato^s folly brought in dead before his father, gives 
that old Roman an opportunity of making an excellent 
ipeech on the occafion ; if this part of Cato was ad?- 
mir’d both in England and in Italy, even by the greateff: 
partifans of French decorum ; if the moft delicate of 
the fair fex were not in the leafl: fliock'd at it j why 
may not the French bring themfelves to it by ufe ? Is 
not nature the fame in all mankind ? 

All thefe laws of banifliing murther from the ftage j 
of not fulFering more than three perfons to fpeak, &c. 
are fuch as, in my opinion, might admit of fome 
exceptions amongft us,, as they did amongfl: the Greeks^ 
It is not with the rules of decorum,, that are always a 
little arbitary, as it is with the fundamental laws of 
the tlieatre, which are the three unities 5 it would be a 
mark of weaknefs and fterillty to extend an adlion 
beyond that degree of fpace and time v/hich are fuitable 
to it. Afk any man, who has crouded too many events 
into his piece, what is the reafon of this fault, ana, 
if he has fincerity enough, he will fairly coiifefs, that 
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iie had not a fuifiiient fiiare of genius to fill up bis 
performance with a fingle aflion : and if he takes up 
two .daysj and places his fcene .in two different places^ 
you may take it for granted^ it is becaufe he has not 
ikill enough to confine his plan within the limits of 
three hourSj or bring it into the walls of a palace, as 
probability requires he fliou’d^ Bat it is quite another 
thing with regard to hazarding a horrible fpeftacle on 
the fiage ; this wouM not in the leaf!: jfhock probability : 
aboldnefs like this, far from implying any weaknefs 
in the author, wou’d, on the contrary, demand a great 
genius to give his verfes true granduer in an adion, 
which, without fublimity of llile, wou'd appear favage 
and difguftfuL 

This was what our great Corneille once attempted 
in his Rodogune* He brings upon the ftage a mother, 
who, in the prefence of an ambaflador and the whole 
court, wants to poifon herfon and her daughter- in- 
law, after having kilFd her other {on with her own 
hand* She prefents them the poifon’d cup, and on 
their refufing to tafte it, occafion’d by their fufpicions; 
of her, drinks it herfelf, and dies by the poifon which 
Ihe had defigffd for them. Strokes fo terrible as thefe 
Ihou’d be very rarej it is not every one who Ihou’d 
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4are to ftrike them. Such novelties require great cir- 
cumfpeaion, and a mafterlyhand in the execution* 
The Englifli themfelves allow that Shakefpearj for 
example, was the only poet who cou'd call up ghofts, 
and make them fpeak with fuccefs. 

Within that circle none durft move but be. 

The more naaje&m, and full of terror a theatrical ac- 
tion is, the more infipid wouM it become, if it were 
often repeated : in the fame manner as details of battles, 
which, being in their own nature every thing that is 
terrible, become dry and tedious, by appearing often 
in hiftory. The only piece of Racine, where there 
IS any fpedlaclc, is his rnafter-piece, Athaliah : there 
we fee a child on the throne, his nurfe and the priefts 
attending him, a queen who commands, her foldiers to 
mafiacrehim, and the Levites running to take up arms 
’’in his defence ^ the whole of this adlion is pathetic , 

, and yet, if the ftile was. not fo too, it wou’d appear 
childifh and ridiculous. 

The more we ftrike the eye with fplendid appearances, 
the ftronger obligation do we lay ourfelves under of 
fupporting them by fublimity of diction ; otherwife the 
writer will only be confider’d as a diecorator, and not 
as a tragic poet. It is near thirty years fince the 
tragedy of Montezuma was reprefented at Paris ; the 

fcene 
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fceiic open’d with a fpeftacle intirely new : a palace in 
a magniheent but barbarous tafte ; Montezuma in a 
drefs very fmgular and uncommon 5 at the end of the 
ftage a number of his flaves, arm’d with bows .and 
■ arrows according to the ciiftom of their country ; round 
the king were eight grandees of his court proflrate on 
the earth, with their faces to the ground 1 Montezuma 
begins the piece with thefe words : 

Arife, your king permits you on this day 
To look on, and to fpeak to him. 

The fpe« 2 :acle charm’d the fpeftators, but nothing 
eife gave die leaft pleafure thoughout the whole tra- 
gedy. 

With regard to myfdf I muft own, it was not 
without fear that I introduc’d on our ftage the Roman 
Senate in fcarlet robes delivering their opinions* I 
recollefted, that when I brought into my Oedipus a 
Chorus of Thebans^ 

Strike, ftrike ye gods, O death deliver us. 

And we will thank you for the boon— 

The parterre, inftead of being firuckwIA the pa* 
thetic in this paffage^ only felt the abfurdity, if any 

fuch 



fuch there were^ of putting thefe rafes into the mouth 
of raw aflors> not much us"d to chorullesj and immedi- 
ately fet up a loud laugh* This prevented me from 
making the fenators in Brutus fpeaky when Titus is 
accufed before them, or heighthening the terror of the 
dncident by expreiGing the aftonifliment and grief of 
thefe reverend fathers of their country, who, no doubt, 
ought to have fignify’d their furprlfe in another man- 
ner than by dumb fliew : but they did not do even fo 
much as this. 

The Englilh are more fond of adiion than we are, 
and fpeak more to the eye : the French give more . 

' attention to elegance, harmony, and. the charms of ’ 
verfe* It is certainly more difficult to write well, than 
to bring upon the ftage, aflaffinatlons, wheels, me- 
chanical powers, ghofts, and forcerers. The tragedy 
, of Cato, which rej0e<Sfe fo much honour on Mr* 
Addifon, your fucceflbr in the miniftry, I have heard 
you fay, owes its great reputation to its fine poetry ^ 
that is to fay, to juft and noble fentiments exprcfs’d 
in harmonious verfes. It is thefe detached beauties 
that fupport poetical performances, and hand them 
down to pofterity. It is only a peculiar manner of 
feying common things ^ it is the art of embdlifhmg { 


Itatca the true poet, There „e„„ 

(imtaeute, nowmentie ,!, " '’ " 

of human genius, Mr. Racine ' ‘‘S^'^^cfiorc 

Ifcofe who have M ,he « >11 

Iw has raid them better: attdCor m ’ 
great, but when he expreffes himf If 

^ c IT* * 

« que tout ce qu’il jj;, f_,., , 

P>*s«or,eerSchThe”!,'“-”’7^“' *»»«> 

voice of an achvfv' ' '• 
on our ilaf^e Hnt * ’ ' '<1 off fuccefs 

' *^'‘tener than Cinaa and ■ 

-c-rain’d two lines of an. of thef ^^-’nabody, 

« f^ime time Britanni^s 

^tifndid thq ReguJus of p‘‘T" ''' 

^tom the fpe<aators by force m 

‘■p-iSS 

. Vojf,. r “^‘“'■ojpoeny. 

t . ■ 
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I to yponteftiptj whilft the authors pay themfelves -a 
I thopfaiiA cqmplimejnits in their prefaces to them^ 
j ‘ Some, judicious cri ticks will perhaps aik me, why I 
brought love into the tragedy of Junius Brutus ; and 
why I have mingled that paffion with the auftere virtue 
of. a Roman fenate> and the political intrigues of an 
ambafiador : our nation is reproach’d for enervating 
the fcene by too much tendernefe ; and the Engliih, at 
call for this laft age, have deferv’d the fame cenfure 5 
or you have always follow’d a little our modes, and 
our vices : but will you permit me to give y6u my opi^ 
nion on this head f 

To exa£i: love in every tragedy ihews an effeminate 
tafte : and intirely to profcrlbe and banifli it from the 
Theatre is equally unreafonable and ridiculous.. The 
ftage, either in tragedy or comedy, is a lively pid are 
of the human paflions : one perhaps reprefents the 
ambition of a prince, the other ridicules the vanity of* 
a citi '•' Mere you laugh at the cbquettry and intrigues 
of a citizen’s lady 5 there you weep the unhappy 
palBon of Phaedra : love amufes you in a romance,^ 0|* 
charms you in the Dido of Virgil. Love in a tragedy 
is not more effentially a fault, than it is in the JEneid. 
In iliort, it is never blameble, but when It is brought 
in unfeafonably^ or treated inartificially. 


t 3 

The Greeks feldom ventur’d to bring this paiSon o'a 
the ftage of Athens j firiOt, becaufe their tragedies gene- 
tally turning on fubje<Sb of terror, the minds of the 
rpe£iators were biafs’d as it were in favour of that par- 
ticular fpeciea 5 ancl^ fecondly, becaafe the women at 
that time led a much more retired life than ours do, 
and confcquently the language of love, not being as it 
is now the fabjeS: of every converfation, the poets had 
lefs inducement to treat a paiSon, which it is moft 
difficult to paint on account of that very delicate ma- 
nagement which it requires. Another reafon, which I 
own weighs greatly vdth me, was, that they bad m 
ndreHes, the women^s parts being always play’d hf 
men in maiks. Love from their mouths wou’d per- 
haps have appear’d ridiculous. 

At London and Paris it is quite another tiring: where 
it rnufi: be acknowledg’d the authors wou’d have very 
. iH iinderftood their own interefe, and muft have known 
little of their. audience, to have made their Pldfield’% 
Buclos, and Lecouvreurs talk of nothing but ambition 
and politics. 

But the misfortune is, that love, with our heroes 
of the theatre, is feldom any thing more than galJaii-* 
try : and with you it fometimesdegeneratei intolpwri- 

L 2 Jicfs- 
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nefs anddebaacliery. In our Alcibiades^ a piece greatly 
follow’d but ^ poorly written, and therefore at prefent 
in very little efteem, we admir’d for a , long time thefc 
bad verfes, which were repeated in a foft and perfua^ 
live tone by the jEfopus of the laft age* 

Fir’d with a real paiHoHj when I faw 
The lovely fair, and falling at her feet), 

In her foft eyes, that fparkled with defircu 
Or with a timid luftre glanc’d upon me. 

Beheld the mutual flame that in her breaA 
Refponfive glowd, what raptures fill’d my foul ! 

From thofe bleft minutes only have I learn’d 
That man may tafte of perfefi happinefs. 


I !' ' 

i ij i 

i ;■ 

I ;; ; 

! ii ' 

■ li i 
; ■ 




In your Venice Preferv’d, old Renaut wants to debauch 
the wife of Jaffier^ Ihe complains of it in terms rather 
indecent, and goes fo far as to fay he came to her^ 
unbutton’d. 

To render love worthy of the tragic feene, it ought 
to arife naturally from the bufinefs of the piece, and 
not be brought in by mere force, only to fill up a va-* 
cancy, as it generally does in your tragedies, and in 
ours, which are both of them too long •; it Ihou’d be a 
paffion intirely tragical^ confider’d as a weaknefs, and 

oppos’d 
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ftppos’d by remorfe : it fliou’d either lead to misfortimc.? 
or to crimes, to convince us how dangerous it is ; or 
it fliou’d be lubdued by virtue, to fliew us that it is not 
invincible. In all other cafes, it is no more than the 
loi^e of an eclogue, or a comedy. 

You, my lord, muft decide whether I have fulfill’d 
any of thefe conditions : but I hope that, above all, 
your friends will be fo candid, as not to judge of the 
genius and tafle of our nation by this difeourfe, or by 
the tragedy which I have fent you with it. I ath, 
perhaps, one of thofe who cultivate the belles lettres 
in France with the leaft iiicceis, and If the Jentime^s 
which I have here fubmjtted to your judgment arc 
difapprov’d, I, and I only, deferve to be cenfur’d for 
them. 


1^3 


DRAMATIS 



.DRAMATIS PERSON/T* 


j ']:, .Junius Brutus, 

; ; , I Valerius Puelicola 

•if , ' 



Confuls, 


I j , Titus, Son of Brutus, 

I \ j ^ T ULLIA, Daughter of Tarquin* 

I ' Algina, Confidant of Tullia. 
i 1 1 '* Aruns, Arnbaffador from Pbxfenna* 
i i :;,j '5 VIess ALA, Friend of Titus. 

I pROCULus, A military Tribune. 
Hji|j .Albinus, Confidant of Aruns. 
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.Senators. LAors. 


SCENE Rome. 


.BRUTUS. 


f m J 


BRUT u s; 

A ’ ' 

TRAGEDY. 


A C T I. S C EliCE L • 

•''5 

BRUTUS. The SENATE.' 

The fcene reprefents part of the houfe appointed for 
the confuls on the Tarpeian mount : at a diftanci? is 
foen the temple of the capitoL The feaators are af« 
femhled between the temple and thq houfe* before 
the altar of Mars; the two confuls* Brutus and 
Valerius Publicola prefide : the fenators ranged in a 
femi-circle 5 behind them foe lidlors wuth 'their 
fafces. ' 

BRUTUS. 

A t length, my noble friends, Rome's honour^ fe- 
Bate* 

The fcourge of tyrants, you who own 'no 

La But, 
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But Numa’s gock, your virtues, and your laws^ 
;Our foe begins to know us : this proud Tufcaoa^. 
The fierce Porfenna, Tarquin’s boafied friend^ 
Pleased to protedl a tyrant like himfelf j 
He who o’er Tyber's banks hath fpred his hofts^. 
And bore his head fo loftily, now fpeaks 
In lowlier terms, refpeiis the fenate^s powVj 
And dreads the fons of freedom and of Rome t 
This day he comes, by his ambaflador, 

To treat of peace, and Aruns, feat by him, 
Demands an audience : he attends ev’n now* 
Your ordfers in the temple : you’ll determine 
Oi* to refufe or to admit him to us# 

VALERIUS PUBLICOLA. 
Whate’er his errand be, let him be fen t 
Back to his king ; imperial Rome ihou’d never 
Treat with her foes ti|l fhe has conquer’d them : 
Thy valiaiit fon, th^ avenger of his country. 

Has twice repuls’d Etruria’s haughty monarch. 
And much we owe to his vidioiious arm : 

But this i$ not enough 5 Rome, ftill befieg’d. 
Sees with a jealous eye the tyrant’s friends : 

Let Tarquin yield to Our decrees i the laws 
Doom’d him to exile 5 let him leave the realm. 
And purge tko.fcte of royal villainy 1 


Perhapa 
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Perhaps we then may liften to his prayers* 

But this new embafiy, it fcems, has caught * 
Your eafy faith : can you not fee that Tarquin, 
Who cou'd not conquer, thinks he may deceive you, 
I never lov’d thefe king’s ambaffadors, 

The worft of foes beneath the mafk of friendfeip | 
Who only bear an honourable title. 

And come to cheat us with impunity ; 

Arm’d with ftate-cunning, or elate with pride, 
CommilKon’d to infult us, or betray. 

Liften not, Rome, to their deluding tongues 5^ 
Stranger to art, thy buiinefe is, to fight j ; 

Conquer the foes that murmur at thy glory, 

Punifh the pride of kings, or fall thyfelf; 

Such be thy treaties. 


k 

I 


I; 


! 


BRtJTUS. 

Rome already knows 

How much I pxizQ her fafety and her freedom 5 ' 
The fame my fpirit, and the fame my purpofe, 

I differ in opimonfrom Valerius; 

And niuj[t confefs, this firft great homage paid 
The citizens of Rome, to me is grateful* 

I wou’d accuftom the defpotic pow’f ; 

Of princes on an eafy level firft ^ ^ ^ 

To. treat with our renowned common- weaV' ■' - . 


L$ '■■Tai-'j 
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Till heav’n fliall crown our arms with vidoiy. 

And rpake them fubjeQs i then, Pufalicola^ 

As fuch we’ll ufe them : mean time, Aruns comes, 
Doubtlefs to mark the Rate of Rome, to count 
Her treafures, and obferve her growing pow’r. 

And therefore wou’d I have him be admitted j 
Wou’d have him know us fully : a king^s flave 
Shall look on men ; the novelty may pleafe him : 

Let him at leifure caft his eyes o’er Rome, 

Let him behold her in your patriot breafls, 

You are her beft defence 5 let him revere 
7'he God who calls us hither ; let him fee 
The fenatc, hear and tremble.- 

YALERIUS PUBLXCOLA. 

Ifubmiti 

IThefenaim rife and mne forward to give their votes* 
The general voice is yours : Rome and her Brutus 
, Mufl: be obey’d : for me, I difapprove it : 

Li<Sors, attend, and introduce him to us ; 

Never may Rome repent of this ! 

[To Brutus* 
On thee 

Our eyes are fix’d ; on Brutus, who firft broke 
Our chains ; let freedom ufe a father’s voice, 
find fpeak by thee, ’ 

.SCENE 
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THE SENATE, AI^UNS, ALBIN^JS, ATTENPANTS. 


[Aruris enters, preceed^J hy two IWm^ %vhh Allu- 
nuSj h’s friend -y hipaffiihy the anfuh and J matey 
fahites them^ and fits dawn an d feat prepared fir 
him tozmrds tJu front of the fagc^ 

A RUNS. 

With pleafure I behold 

This great afiembly, Rome’s illuftrious fenate,. 

And her fage confuls, fam’d for truth and juRice, 
Which ne’er till now fufFer’d’ reproach or blame : 

I know your deedsj and I admire your virtues f , 
Unlike the wild licentious mukkiide, 

The vulgar croud ^ whom party rage or joins 
Or difuirltes, who love and hate by turns. 

They know not why, taught in one changeful hour 
To boafl or beg, £0 rail or £0 obey j 
Whofe raftineft 

BRUTUS; 

Stop, and learn with more refpeiSby 
To treat the citizens of Rome \ for know,. 

It is the fenate’s glory and her praife 
To reprefent that brave and virtuous pepple 
Wlwm. thou haft tiius reviled : for ourfclvesj, 

■ -'tM 
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Let us not hear the voice of flatteiy ; 

It is the poifon of Etrurian courts^ 

But ne'er has tainted yet a Romani feiiate^ 

On with thy Meflage. 

AKUNS. 

Little doth the pride 
Of Rome affe< 9 : me 5 but I own I feel 
F or her misfortunes;^ and wou'd plead her caufe 
With filial love : you fee the gathering fiorm 
Hangs o’er your heads, and threatens fare deftrufiion : 
In vain hath Titus ftrove to fave his country 5 
With pity I behold that noble youth, 

Whofc ardent courage labours to fupport 
Expiring Rome, and make her fail more glorious : 

His vidFries coft you dear 5 they thin your rampartS;,^ 
And weaken your fmall force : no longer then 
Refufe a peace fo needful to your fafety. 

The fenate bears aLathef’s love to Rome, 

So does Porfenna to the haplefs kings ‘ 

Whom you opprefs : but tell me, you who judge 
Depending monarchs, you who thus determine 
The rights of all mankind, was it not here, 

Ev’n at thefe altars, atthis capkol. 

You call’d the gods to witnefs your allegiance^ r 



And bound your f®h to your acknowledg’d king, 

. T© 
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To Tarqtiifi ? Say^ has bfote'tli^ tit ? ■ 

Who fmtcb’d the diadem from Tarquia’-s he^f . 
Wh6 caa acquit you, of your oaths I ■ 

mVTVB. 

Himfelf: 

Talk not of ties diflolv’ci by guilty of gods 
Whom he renouncM> or ri^ts which he has Ioft| 
We paid him homage, bound ourfcives by oatb^ 
Oaths of obedience, not of flavery ; 

But fince thou bid’ft us call to dur remembrance,. 

The fenatc making rows for Tarquin's h»hh» 

Axid kneeling at his feet, remember thou. 

That on this facred fpot, this altar hae. 

Before the fame attefting gods, that Tarqum 
Swore to be j uft 5 fuch was the mutual bond 
Of prince and people, and he gat'c us back 
The oath we made, when he forgot his own : 

Since to Rome’s laws no more he pays obedience^^ 
Rome is no longer fubjeft to his pow’r. 

And Tarquin is the rebel, not his 

■ , , 

But, grant it true, that powV unlimited^ 

And abfolute dominion, had milled 

Th’ unhappy monarch from the pa^hs of 

h there a man from humaii feof free f ‘ ^ ■ 

. " h 
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Is there a king .wltboat Come human weakiiefs ? 

Or if there were, have you a right to puniih, 

You^ who were born his fubje£l;s ; you, whofe duty: 
Is to obey? The foa doth never arm. 

Agaixtft the fire, but with averted eyes 
Laments his errors, and reveres him ftill r. 

And not lefs- facred are the rights of kings ; 

They are.our fathers, and the gods, alone 

\ ^ ^ -i'. 

Their judges : if in anger heav’n fometimes 

Doth fend them down, why wou’d you therefore Gall 

For heavier chains, and judgments more fevere ? 

Why violate the laws you wou’d defend,. 

And only change your empire to deftroy it ? 

Taught by misfortune, beft of monitors,, 

Tarquin henceforth, more worthy of his throne,. 

Wili be more wife and juil the legal bonds 
Of king and people now may be confirm’d 
By bappieft union 5 public liberty 
Shall flourifli then beneath the* awful fhada 
Of regal pQw’n 

ERUTU^S. 

Aruns, ’tis now too late : 

Each nation has its laws, by nature giv’n. 

Or chang’d by choice EtrrM;ia, born to ferve,, 

Hath ever b^enjhe Have of kings or priefts | 

. Loves 



Loves to obey, and, happy in her chains,. 

Wony bind them on the necks of all mankind4 
Greece boafts her freedom 3 foft Ionia bends 
Beneath a fliameful bondage; Rome had once 
Her kings, but they were never abfol ute ; 

Her firft great citizen was Romulus, 

With him his people jlhar’d the weight of empire ; 
Nunia was govern ^ by the laws he made ; 

Rome fell at laft indeed beneath herfclf,, 

When from Etruria ihe receiv’d her kingSj, 

Or from Porfenna ; tyranny and vice 
F'rom your corrupted courts 5 ow^d in upon us* 
Forgive us, gods, the crime of fpsirkg lrarquiii 
So many years ! at length his murthVous hands, 

Dy’d with our blood, have broke the fliameful chaj'a 
Of our long flav’ry, and the Roman people 
Have through misfortune found the road to virtue : : 
Tarquin reftores the rights by Tarquin loft, 

And by' his crimes has fix’d the public fafety ; 

WeVe taught the Tufeans how to fliake off tyrants. 
And hope they’ll profit by the fair example* 

\Xf^c tonfuh dgfcmd tmards the 
and the femUrlfis* 

DMars, thou god of battles^ and' of Rome-f' 

T hou who doft guard theie facred walls,' -and, fight-/ :■ , 

For 
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For thy own people, on thy altar here 
Deign # accept oiar folemn oaths, for me 
And for the fenate, for thy worthy fons t 
If in RomeV bofom there be found a tmitor^ 

Who weeps: for banifliM kings,' and feeks once more 
To be a flave, in torments fhall he die 5 
His guilty allies, fcatte/d to the wmds. 

Shall leave behind a more detefted name, 

Ev’n than thofe tyrant kings which Rome abhors* 

ARtTNS. 

^ [Stepping tmards the akat\ 

And on this altar, which you thus profane, 

I call that god to witneis, in the name 

Of him whom you opprefs, the inj uf d Tarquiiij^ 

And great Porfenna, his avenger, here 
I fwe^ eternal war with you, O Romans f 
And your pofterity~ 

[The fenafors are gmng afftmaris ^ 
eapiioL 

A moment Hop 
E^er you depart, O fenatdrs ! and hear 
What I have more to offer: Tarquin^s daughter, i 
Muft Iht 400 fall a.facrifice to Rome ? s- 

With igmmkmm fetters wifl^ ye bind : 

■ Her 
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Her royal hands^ to triumph o’er her father, 

Whofe treafures you detain ? Hugen’rous viiiors ! 

As if the right of ooi>qiieft gave them to you : 

Where are his riches f was it for the fpoil 
You robb’d him of his thronel iet Brutus, fpeakg.' 

And own the plunder. 

BRUTUS. 

Little do’ft thou know 

Of Rome, her manners, and her noble nature j 
But learn, miftaken man, her great prote(Slors, 

The friends of truth and juftice, arc grown old 
In honeft poverty 5 above the pride ' 

Of wealth, which they difdain 1 it is their feoaft 
To conquer kings, who love fuch tinfel greatnefk 
Take back your gold, it is beneath our notice % 

And for the hateful tyrant^s haplefs daughter,. 
Though I abhor the wretched face, yet kao# 

The fehate has confignM her to my care : 

She hath not tailed here the baneful cup 
Of flattery, that fweet poifon of a court,. 

Or view’d the pomp and dangVous luxury 

Of Tarquin’s palace : little did her youth 

Profit by them j but all that to her age 

And fex was due, all her misfortunes claim’d-, ' 

She hath receiv’d : let her return this day 

■■ 
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To Tarquixi ; Brutus yields her back with joj? : 
■Nought jQiou’d the tyrant have within thefe walk 
But Romeos fixM hatred, and the wrath of heav' 

You have a day to carry off your treafures. 

That muff fuffice : mean time,, the facred rights 
Of hofpitality await thee here ; 

Beneath my roof thou may’ff remain in fafety : 

The fenate thus by me decrees : bear thou , 

Our anfwer to Porfcnna, and then tell 

Proud Tarquin, you have feen a Roman fenate. 

lTurm77g to the Jmaioru 
Let us, my friends, adorn the capitol 
With laurel wreaths, that round the brows of Titu^, 
Have ipread their noble fliade ; the arrows too. 

And bloody enGgns, his viciorious hand , ^ . 
Hath wrefted from the Tufcans : ever thus, 

From age fO 'agermay - 

Of Bruths itUi defehd their much lov^ country .j; .,1 
Thus, O ye gods, may you protefl us ever ; . , , 

Guide the fotfs afm, and blefs the fathers couiicil* f 1 

■ ; ■. 'i j'lli 

. ■ , , ; ^ k;W 

rA,R/¥iJ^ 



237 


BRUTUS. 

SCENE IIL 
ARUNS, ALBlNirS* 
l^Suppos'^d to have retired from the hall of mdmc$ 
into m apartment of BrutusV houfi, 
ARUHS. 

Didil thon obferve the fierce unbending fpirit 
Of this proud fenatCj which believes itfelf 
Invincible ? and fo perhaps k might bC;> 

Were Rome at leifure to confirm her fons 
In valour and in wifdom : liberty. 

That liberty, my friend, which all adore, 

And I admire, tho^ I wou^d wreft itfrom them» 
Infpires the heart of man with nobler courage 
Than nature gives, and warmth almoft divine.. 
Beneath the Tarquin^s yoke, a flavKh court 
Enfeebled their corrupted hearts, and fpoifd ^ 
Their a£live valour i whilft their tyrant kiiigf,, 

Bufy*d In conquMng their own fubje«Sb, left 
Our happier Tufcans in the arms of peace j 
But If the fenate ihou^d awake Aeir viitaes, 

If Rome is free, Italia foon muft fall ; 

Thefe lions, whom their keepers made fo gentle. 
Will find their ftrength again, and rufh upon lisj 
Let Us then ftop this rapid ftream of woes, 

Ev’a kt its fource, and, free a linking world 

From 
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From flavVy 5 let «s bind thefe haughty Romans 
Ev^n with the chains which they wou"d throw on us^ 
And ai mankind* ~But will Meflala come, ,• _ ; ; 
May I expedl Mm here ? and will he dare-*- 
ALBINUS. 

My Lord, he will attend you 5 ev’ry minute 
We look for him; and Titus is our friend* 


ARXJN.S. 

Have you conferred ; may I depend on him f 
ALBINUS. 

Meflala, if I err not, means to change 
His own ejftate, rather than ihat of Rome ^ 

As firm and fearkfs as if honour guided. 

And patriot love infpiFd him 3 everfecret. 
And mailer of himfelf 5 no paffions moVe, 

No difhnbshimi, id his Eighth of 

Calm an 4 dtoifflfed* 

. ' 

Such he feem’d to me 

When fifft I faw him at the court of Tarquin | 
His letters fince~but, fee, he comes. 



SCENE. IV. 

ARUHS, MESS A LA, ALBIHUS* 

Aruns. 

Meffala, 


Thou genVbiis ftlted Of an uhhappy matter, ? , 
Will neitfeti: iTditqum^s nd^ Porfensia^s 

k ■. . 'ShaW 
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Shake the firm faith of thefe rough fenators ? 

Will neither fear, nor ho|>e, nor pleafure bend 
Their ftubbom hearts ? Thefe fierce patrician chiefs^ 
That judge mankind, are they without or vice 
Or paffion ? is there aught that’s mortal in them ? 
ME^SALA, 

Their boafts are mighty, but their falfe pretence 

To juftice, and the fierce aufterity 

Of their proud hearts, are nothing but the thirft 

Of empire ; their pride treads on diadems 5 

Yet whilft they break one chain,, they forge another^ 

Thefe gri^t avmgers of our liberty. 

Arm’d to defend it, are its worii oppreflbrs : 

Beneath the name of patrons they affum^ 

The part of monarchs ; Rome but chang’d her fetters. 
And for one king hath found a hundred tyrants. 
AHUNS. 

Is there a'mongft-your citizens a man 
Honeft enough to hate fuch fhameful bondage ? 

MESSALA. ' 

Few, very few, yet feel their miferies : 

Their fpirits, ftili elate with this new change. 

Are mad with joy ; the meanefl: wretch among them, 
Becaufe he help’d to pull down monarchy, 

Affumes its pride, and thinks Mnifeljf a king : 
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But IVe already told you I have friends. 

Who with reludlance bend to this new yoke'; 

Who look with fcorn on a deluded people, I 

And ftem the torrent with unihaken firmnefs ; 

Good men and true, whofe hands and hearts were mad^ 
To change the ftate , of kingdoms^ or deftroy them* 

AKUNS. 

What may I hope from thefe brave Romans ? fay^ 

W ill they ferve T arquin ? 

MESS Ait. A* 

They’ll do any thing 5 

Their lives -are thine j but think not, like blind vaflalsj 4 
They will obey a bafe ungrateful maftet ■: 

They boaft no wild enthufiallic zeal. 

To fall the vi( 9 :ims of defpotic pow^r, . ' 

Or madly ru£h on death to fave a tyrant, ^ 

Who will not know them* Tarquin promifea . 1 ; ; 
Mofl: nobly, but when he flball be their mafter, 4 I 
Perhaps he then may fear, perhaps forget them* 

I know the great too well : in their misfortunes 
No friends fo warm but in prolperity, '■■'’icil 
Ungrateful oft, they change to bitt’reft foes : _ i v 

We are the fervile tools of their ambition ; 

When ufelefs, thrown afide with proud difdaw A ■ 
Or broke without remorfe when we grow fengVouij 

,Oiir| 
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Gar friends expe£t conditions lhall be made^ 

On certain terms you may depend upon them : 

They only all: a braye and worthy leader 
To picafe their fickle tafte ; a mm well know% 

And well relpeded ; one who may have pow’r 
To force the king to keep his plighted faith 
If we fucceed ; and if we failj endued 
With manly courage to avenge our caufe. 

AKUNS. 

You wrote me word the haughty Titus-— 
MESSALA. 

■ Titus 

Is Rome% fupport;> the fon of Brutus ; yet— 

,■ ARUNS. ■ 

How does he brook the fenate’s bafe reward 
For all Ms fer vices ? iie Sav’d the city. 

And merited the confulflaip, which thc}v 
1 &id, refiife him. 

ME‘SSALA. 

And he murmurs at It* 

1 know his proud and fiery foul is full 
Of the bafe inj’ry : for his noble deeds^ 

Nought has he gain’d but a vain empty triumph } 

A Meeting ihadow' of unreal blifs'.: • ■■ ■ 

I, -am no ftranger to his jhrobbing hear V ' •■■■'■ ■: • 

And 
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' ^ i:;; ;i;s > 

' And ftrengtfe pf paiEon ; in the paths of glory 

: ■ , i: So lately enter’d^ "twere an eafy talk 

' ; i To turn his fteps afide 5 for fiery youth 

^ - , , Is eafily betray’d : and yet what ba*rs 

i , ‘ ■ To ourdefign ! a conful, and a father j 

, . . His hate of kings ; Rome pleading for her fafety $ 

; ■ i f ,: The dread of fliame, and all his triumphs paiK 

j I i y j ' But I have Hole into his heart, and know 
! I : I :i The lecret poifon that enflames his foul : 

I He fighs for Tullia. 

* -ARUNS. 

Ha!' fbrTulHa? 
mess ALA* 

; , Yes: 

, i ' ; ' ; ! Scarce cou’d I draw the fecret from his breafi ^ 

' ; , I He blufo’4 bimfelfat thedifcoyerys 
I . Afliam’d to own his love 5 for -mfift the tumiik 

I I 

; ji Of jarring.palEons, ftill hjs^ j^eal prevails 

For liberty. ' • ^ ' 

' ARUH.S*. 

] j; |i;|1 ' Thus on a fingle hearty 

And its unequal movements, muft depend. 

Spite of myfelf^ the fate of Rome : but hence^ 

Albinus, and prepare for T arquin’s tent . 

[ Turning to 

* We’ll to the, prince^ ; I have gain’d fome: kno wj^dgei;-- 
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By long experience, of the human heart : 
ril try to read her foul j perhaps her hands 
May WQHVQ a net to catch this Roman fenate. 

End of the First Act, 


A C T IL SCENE!, 

The fcene reprefen ts an apartment in the palace of the 
c'mfulsn 

. TITUS> MESS ALA, 

MESS ALA, 

No : ’tls unkind i k hurts my imder fricndflu'p : 

He who but half unveils his fecrets, tells 
Too little or too much : doft thou fufi>e{SI: me ? 

TITUS, 

Do not reproach nie^ my whole heart is thine, 

MESS ALA, 

Thou #ho fo lately didfl with tne deleft 
The rig’i^ous feiiate, and pour forth thy plaints 
Inanguifli; thou who on this faithful bofam 
Didft filed fo many tears, coud’ft thou conceal 
Griefs far more bitter, the 'keen pangs ofJoye? v . 
Voi,L M' . 


•24^ BRUTUS. 

How cou’d ambition quench the riling flame-^ 
i\nd biot out evVy tender fentiment ? 

Doft thou deteft the hateful fenate more 
Than thou lov’ft Tullia ? 

TITXJS, 

O ! I love with tranfport^ 
•And hate with fury ; ever in extreme j . 

It is the native wedknefs of my foul. 

Which much I ftrive to conquer, but in vain,. 
MESSALA. 

But why thus raflily tear thy bleeding wounds ? 

W.liy weep thy injVies, yet difguife thy love ? 
TITUS. 

Spite of thofe injuries, fpite of all my wrongs, 

Have I notflied’ my blood for this proud fenate ? 
Thou know'ft I have^ and didil partake my gloiy 5 ’ 
With joy I told thee of my fair fuccefs ; 

It fcew’d, methought, a rioblenefs of foul 
To fight for the ungrateful, and I felt 
The pride of confeious virtue : the misfortunes 
We have overcome with pleafure we impart, . 

But few are anxious to reveal their fhame. 

MESSALA. 

Where is the flxame, the folly, or dilgrace t 

■And 
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Anu what fhouM Titus blufii at ? 


TITUS. 

Atmyfeir: 

At my fond foolifli paiEoii? that o’erpowrs 
MESS ALA. 

Arc ambition thcn^, and lov'e^ 

■Paffions uH\vorthy of a noble mind ? 

TITUS. 

Ambition, love, refentment, all poffefs 


The foul of Titus, and by turns enflaoie it ; 
Thefeconfiil kings defpife my youth 5 deny na« 

My valour’s due reward, the price of Wood 
Shed in their caufe : then, midft my forrows, feiz.e 
All I hold dear, and fnatch my Tullia from me. , 
Alas i I had no hope, and yet my heart 
Grows jealous now : the fire, long pent within,. 
Burfts forth with inextinguilhahle rage. 

I thought it had been o’er; fhe parted from me, 
And 1 had almoil: gain’d the viSory 
O’er my rebellious paiSon : but my race 
Of glory now is run, and heav’n has fixed 
Its period here : Gods ! that the fort of Bratus, 



The foe of kings, fttouM ever be the Have 
Of Tarquin’s race ! nay, the ungrateful fair 
Scorns to accept my 'coh-quer’d heart I’m 'fligted ; ■ 
M2 ; • 


iii 



2-46 e R U T U S. 

Difdain'd on ev’ry fide, and fiiame o’erwhelms mCo 
^ MESS ALA. 

May I with freedom fpeak to thee ? 

TITtrs. 

Thou m aye'll ■: 

Thou know’ft I .ever have revered thy prudence f 
Speak therefore, tell me all my faults, Meflala. 
MESSALA. ' 

No ; I approve thy love, and thy refentment^ 

Shall Titus authorife this tyrant fenate, 

Thefe fons of arrogance ? if thou muft blufii, 

Blufli for thy patience, Titus, not thy love. 

Are thefe the poor rewards of all thy valour. 

Thy conftancy, and truth ? a hopelefs lover, 

A weak and pow-yels citizen of Rome, 

A poor ftate-vidfim, hy the fenate brav’d. 

And fcorn’d by Tullia : fure a heart like thine 
MigHt find the means to be reveng’d on both. 
TITUS. 

Why wilt thou flatter my defpairing foul ? 

Think’fi: thou I ever cou’d fubdue her hate. 

Or fhakeher virtue ,?, ’tis impoflibl^ : 

Thou fee’ft the fatal barriers to our love. 

Which duty and our fathers place between us t 
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Eat niufl flue go ? 

MESSALA.. ^ 

This day, my lord; 

TITUS. 

■ Indeed 

But I will not complain : for heav'n is juft 
To her defervings , llie was born to reign. 

MESSALA. 

Heav^'n had perhaps referv’d a fairer empire 
For bean teous Tullia, but for this proud i'enate, 

But for this cruel war, my but for Titus : 

Forgive me,, fir, you. know tb’ inheriitance . 

She might have claimed i. her brother dead, the throne- 
Of Rome had been her portion — but Tve gone 
Too far — and yet, if with my life, O Titus, 

I couM have ferv'd thee, if my blood 

TITUS-. 

, No more : \ 

My duty calls, and that fhall be obey^ : ^ 

Man may be free, if he refolves to be fo : 

I own, the. dangVous pafSon for a time 
O’er pow’rd my reafen j but a foldier's heart 
Braves evVy danger : love owes all his pow’^r 
To our own weaknefs*. 

■ M3 ■ " ' MESSAi.it-'' 
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MESSALA. 

^ The ambaffador 

From Tufcany is here : this honour, fir ' 

■ TITUS. 

0 fatal honour ! what wou’d he with me ? 

He comes to fnatch my T ullia from my fight j. 

Comes to complete the meafure of my woes. 

S C E N E 11. 

TITUS, ARUNS. 

ARUNS. 

After my long and fruidefs toils to ferve 
The ftate of Rome, and her ungrateful fenate,, 

Permit me here to pay the homage due 
To gen'rous courage, and tranfeendent virtue j 
Permit me to admire the gallant hero. 

Who fav’d his country on the brink of ruin : 

Alas ! thou haft deferir’d a feire rmeed, 

A caufe more nohle, and another foe ; 

Thy valour merited a better fate : ' , ; 

Kings wou’d rejoice, and fuch I know there are. 

To truft their empire with an arm like thine. 

Who wou’d not dread the virtues they admire, 

Tike jealous Rome and her proud fenate ; O ! , ) 

1 cannot bear to fte the noble Titus . i 

Serving 
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Serving thefe haughty Tyrants ; who^ the more 
You have obligM them, hate. you more: to. them 
YTur oierk’s a reproach ; mean vulgar fouls^ 

Born to obey, they lift th* oppreffive hand 
Againfr their great deliv’rcfj and uforp ■ 

Their fovreign's rights ; from thee tliej? /Ixou’d, rcceive 
Tiiofc ordci'is which they give. 

TJX US. 

I thruik you^ 

For ail j'our cares, your kind regard for Titiug 
And guefs the caufe : your fubtle policy 
WouM wind me to your fecret purpofes^ 

And arm my rage againfl the common-weal 5 
But think not to impofe thus on my frahknefs 5 
My heart is open, and abhors defign : 

The fenate have mifus’d me, and I hate ^cm, 

I ought to hate *em 5 but 111 ferve "em ftill : 

When Rome engages in the common caufe. 

No private quarrels taint the patriot breaft s. 

Superior then to party ftrife, we ru£b. 

United on againfl: the genial foe : 

Such are my thoughts, and fuch they ever will be|: 
Thou knowft me now : or call it virtue in me. 

Or call it partial fondnefs, what you pleafc. 

Bat, born a Roman, I will diefor Rome,^ ^ ^ 

M 4 And, ' 


If’"'"' 
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And love this hard unjuft fufpi clous fenatey 
More than the pomp and fplencior of a court 
iJeneath ainaafter, fori am the foa 
Of Brutus, and have grav'd upon mj heart 
The love of freedom, and the hate of king 5 % 
APvlTNS. 

But does not Titus footh his Satter^d heart 
With fancy’d blifs, and vifionary charms ? 

I too niy> lord, though born within the iwzj 
Of regal powV, am fond of liberty ; 

You languiih for her, yet enjoy her not. 

Is there on earth, with all your boafted freedom*, 
Aught more defpotic than a common-weal ? 

Your laws are tyrants 5 and their barbVous rigour 
Deaf to the voice of merit, to applaufe. 

To family, and fame, throws down diftindilon y. 

The fenate grind you, and the people fcorn ^ 

You muft affright ^em, or they will enflave you : 

A citizen of Rome is ever jealous 
Or infolent j he is your equal ffiH, 

Or ftill your foe, becaufe inferior to you : 

He cannot hear the luftre of high fortune ; 

Looks with an eye fevere on ev’ry adion ; 

In all the fervice you have done him, fees 
Nought but the jnj'’iy you have powV to do 5 

And 
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And for the blood which you have flied for him, 
You'll be repaid at laft with-** — ^bapiilimcnt. 

A court, I own's a dangerous element. 

And has its flornis, but not fo frequent ; fmooth 
Its current glides, ksfurfacomore fermt: 

That boafted native of another foil, 

Fair liberty, here fheds her fvveeteft flawYs. : 

A king can love, can recompenfe your fervice^. 

And mingles happinefs with, glory ^ there . 
Gherilh'd beneath the fhade of royal favor, 
tong may ’ft thou flourifh, only ferve a maftef;^, 

And be thyielf the. lord of all befide : 

The vulgar, ever to their fovVeign's will , ,■ 

GbedJent, ftill refpe^land honour thofe^Vi. : ^ 
Whom.he prote&,, nay love his very faults r , ' 

We never tremble at a haughty fenate, ; 

Or Her harfh laws : G ! wou'd that, born as thou art. 
To fhine with equal luftre in a court 
Or in a , camp, thou woud’ft but tafte the charme? ■ 
Of Tarquin’s gopdnefs ! for he lov’d thee, i Titus,. > 
And wou'd.have {har'd. his fortunes with thee^. them? 
Had the proud fenate, proftrate at thy feetr — 

TITUS. 

IVe feen the court of Tarquiri, 'and-defpife it : ■' 
Iknow I might have crin^d-fof hisprotedlion^ ' ■ 

M 5, . „ 
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' i‘ Been his firft Have, and tyrannisM beneath him ; 

" Rut^ thanks to heav’n, I am not falhn fo low : 

' ^ I wou^d be great, but not by meannefs rife 

' To grandeur : no, it never was my fate . 

To ferve: Til conquer kings, do thou obey them*. 

’ AKUNS. ' 

■|;l ji;;'- f;* 

I mufl: approve thy conftancy but think, 

! , ; My lord, how Tarquin, in thy infant years 
I ' Guided thy tender youth : he oft remembers 
' j The pleafing oiHce, and but yefterday, 

' Lamenting his loft fon, and fad misfortunes,, 

I !| ^ Titus, faid he, was once my beft fupport, 

' j; ji; ^ He lov’d us all, and he alone deferv’d 
iiljfelil * My kingdom and my daughter/ 

TITUS. 


|(|i||ij| Ha ! his daughter ? 

Ye gods ! my Tullia! O unhappy vows ! 

'iifi ■■ ■ ' ■ ' - ■ ■ ■ • ■ 

liitifeli .ARUNS. 

jlllll iSv^n now I carry her to Tarquin ; him 
' <; ; 'R Whom thou haft thus deferted, far from thee. 


-i! And from her country, foon muft Tullia go ; 

I |r|||| Liguria’s king accepts of her in marriage : 

; iM;|:;ii;|iMean*tIme thou,, Titus, muft obey the ftnate, 
: j; |:||;;C)ppreft her fathei> and deftroy his kingdom' : 
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And may thefe vaulted roofs, thefe toW’rs in flame. 
And this proud capitol in afhes laid. 

Like funVal torches, fliine before your, people. 

To light the Roman fenate to its grave. 

Or ferve to grace our happy Tullia’s nuptials ! 

SCENE III. , 

TIT0S, MESSALA. 

TITUS. 

MefTala, in what anguifh hath he left me I 
Wou’d Tarquin then have givhi her to my arms f 
O cruel fate ! and might I thus — O no, 

Deceitful miniller ! thou cam’ft to fearch' 

My foolifli heart 5 aks ! he faw too well, 

Read in my eyes the dear cleftru< 9 :ive paffion. 

He knows my weaknefs, and returns to Tarquin. 

To fmile at Titus, and infult his love: 

And might I then have wedded her, poiTefs'd 
That lovely maid, and fpent a life of blifs 
Within her arms, had heav’n allotted me 
So fair a fate ! O I am doubly wretched*. ' ' ' 

MESS ALA.. ' , , 

Thou might’fi: be happy : Aruns wou’«J affift the^- . . ^ , 
Truft mC} he wou’d, and fepond thy wann ^ , 
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TITUS. . 

No : I muft bid adieu to my fond hopes j 
Rome calls me the capitol 5 the people 
Who rais’d triumphal arches to my glory^ 
And love me for my labours pafl, exped 
To take with them th’inviolable oath. 
The foiemn pledge of facred liberty. 


MESS ALA. 

Go then, and ferve your tyrants, 

TITUS. 

I will ferve them ; 

It Is my duty, and I muft fulfil it. 

MESS ALA. 

And yet you figh. 

TITUS. 

- ^Tis a hard victory. 

MESSALA. 

And bought too dearly. 

TITUS. 

Therefore ’tis more giprioits. 
Meffala, do not leave me in afflidlion. 

[Exit Titus. 

MESSALA. 

I’ll follow him, to fiiarpen his refentment, 

And. ftrike th'envenom^d dagger to his heart. 

SCENE 


\ 
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, S C E N E IV. 

BK0TUS, MESSALA,, 
BRUTUS. 

Meflala^ flop ^ Fd ipeak with you*. 

MESSAUA. 

With me?’ 

BRUTUS. 

Withyou. A deadly poifon late hath fpread' 

Its fecret venom o^'er my houfe : my fon,. 

Tiberius, is with jealous rage enfiam’d 
Againft his brother ^ it appears too pkin ^ 

Whilft Titus burns with moft unjuft refentment 

Againft the fenate : the ambaffadorj 

That wily Tufean, has obferv-d their wcaknefe. 

And doubtlefs profits by it : he has talk’d 
To both : I dread the tongues of fubtil ftatefmen. 
Grown old in the chican’ry of a court : 

To“morrow he returns : a day’s too much 
To give a traitor, and oft times is fatal : 

Go thou, MelTala, tell him he muft hence 
This day : Fll have it fo, 

MESSALA. 

Tisprudentj Sir, 

B.R UTtr’i- 



And I obey you» 
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BRUTUS, 


But this is not all : 

My Ton, the noble Titus, loves thee well ; 

I know the pow'r that facred friendfhip hath. 

O’er minds like his ; a ftranger to diftrull 
Or dilEdence, he yields his artlefs foul 

To thyeKperience; and the more his heart 

Relies on thee, the more may I expea. 

That, able as- thou art to guide his fteps. 

Thou wilt not turn them from the paths of virtue,, 

Or talce' advantage of his eafy youth- 

To taint his guiltlefs heart with fond ambition.- 

MESSAXA.- 

That was ev’n now the fubjea of our converfe j. 
Heftrives to i,mitatB his godlike fire ;; 

Rome’s fafety is the objea of his care : 

Blindly he loves his country,, and his fatheft. 

' BRU-TUS. 

And fo he ought i but above all, the laws j; - ^ 

To them he fhou’d be ftill a faithful llave j: 

Who breaks the laws,, can never love his country.. 
mess ALA. 

We know his patriot zfcal, and both have feen it. 
B-RU-TU-S'.- 

He did his duty. MESS ALA:,. 
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MESS ALA, 

Rome had done her’s too^. 

If fhe had honour’d more fo good a fon*, 

B:.EU.TUS. ■ 

Meffiila, no : it fuitcd not his age 
To take the confulfhip ; he had not ev^n 
The voice of Bratus : trufi: me, the fuccefs 
Of his ambition vvou’d have foon corrupted- 
His noble mind, and the rewards of virtue 
Had then become hereditary : foon 
Shou’d we have fecn, the bafc unworthy foh 
Of a brave fatlier chiim fuperior rank. 

Unmerited, in floth and luxury. 

As ourlaft Tarquin but too plainly pfov’d. 

How very feldom they deferve a. crown 
Who’re born to wear it ! O 1 preferve us, heav’n. 
From fuch deftruclive vile abufe of pow’r, 

The nurfe of folly, and the grave of virtue ! 

If thou indeed doft love my fon, (and muoh 
I hope thou doft) Qiew him: a fairer path 
To glory j root out from his heart the pride 
Of falfe ambition : he who ferves the ftate 
Is amply recompens’d : the^ibn of .Briitus 
Shou’d fliine a bright example to: riie world 
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Of e-v’ry virtue : he is Rome’s fupport^ 

As fuch I look upon him j and the more 
He has already done to ferve his country. 

The more I fhall require of him hereafter. 

Know then by what I. wife the love I bear him,„ 
Temper the heat of youth ; ^ to flatter Titus 
Were death to him, and injury to Rome. 


MESSALA.: 


My Lord, I am content to follow Titus, , 

To imitate his valour, not inftrudl: him 
I have but little influence o’er your fon y 
But, if he deigns to liften to my counfels, ' 

Rome foon wilhfee how much he loves her glory i': * 
BRUTUS.- 

Go then,, be careful not to footh his errors 5: " 

For I hate tyrants much, , but flatt’rers more. 

Brutiisl, 

S“C E NE v: " 

, ... 

MESSA-LA alone.. 


There’s not a tyrant more deteftable, .. 
More cruel than thy own relentlefs foul $ , 
But I feall tread perhaps beneath my feet . 
The pride of aU thy falfe infulting virtue : 
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Tes, thou Coloflus, rais’d thus high above us 
By a vile crouds the thunder is prepar’d^ 
Soon fiiali it fall, and crufh thee into ruin,. 

End of the SreoNi> Act. 


ACT IIL SCENE L 

ARUNS, ALBIHUS,. MEASALA, 

A E IT N S, lA ku$r in Ms hmd^. 

A t length, my friend, a dawn of fair fuccefs 
Breaks in upon uss thou, haft ferv’dme nobl/j. 
And all is well : this letter, my Albinus, 

Decides the fate of Tarquin, and of Rome. 

But, tell me, have you fix’d th^ important hour f 
Have you watch’d clofely the Quirinal gate ? 

If our confpirators to night fliould fail 
To yield the ramparts up, will yourafllult. 

Be ready ? Is the king well fatIsfyM, 

Think’ft thou, Albinus, we fliall bring him back. 

To Rome fubjeflied, or to Rome in blood I 

ALBfNUS. 

My Lord, hy midnight all will be prq>ai'’d 

Tarquin 
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Tarquin already reaps the promis’d harveft a; 

From you, once more, receives the diadem^ 

And owns bimfelf indebted more to Aruns' 

Than to Porfenna* 

A RUN S. 

Or the envious gods,. 

Foes to our haplefs fov’reign, muft deftroy 
Our fair defign, weil worthy of their aid ; 

Or by to-morrow’s dawn rebellious Ronae 
Shall own a matter j Rome perhaps in attics,. 

Or bathing in her blood* But better is it 
A king fliou’d rule o’er an unhappy people,. 

Who are obedient, than in plenty’s lap. 

O’er a proud nation, who are ftill perverfe 
And obftinate, becaufe they are too happy«, 

Albini|$, I attend the Princefs here 
Jn fecret -^isr^ Stay, M 

SCENE. IL 
'“iSiRUNS, MESSALaI 
ARUN-S. 

Touching Titus, 

What haft' thou done I cou’dft thou prevail on him 
T o ferve the caufe: of T arquin ? cou’dft thou bind . ; : 
His haughty foul? 

MESSALA. 
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MESSALA, 

No : I prefum’d too fer j 
lie is inflexible : he loves his country, 

And has too much of Brutus ia him ^ murmurs 
A.gaiiifl‘ the fenate^ but ftiil dotes on Tullia ; 

Pride and ambition , love and jealoufyj 
Open’dj I thought, a pafTage to his foul^ 

And gave my arts feme promife of fuccefs s 
But, ftrange infatuation ! liberty 
Prcvaird o’er all : his love is defperate. 

Yet E,ome is Wronger ev^n than love : in vain 
I flrove, by flow degrees, t* efface the horror 
Which Rome had taught his floolifli heart to feel 
Ev’n at the name of king | in vain oppos’d 
His rooted prejudice | the very mention 
Of Tarquin fir’d his foul 5 he would mt I'^ar 
But broke off the difeourfe, I muff have gone 
Too far, had I perfifted. 

AR0N$. 

Then, " 

There are no hopes of him*. . 

'.'■■I- 

MES'SAEA- ■ 

Much lefe reludlainl . 

I found his brother 5 one of Brutus’ ferns. 

At kaft is ours*, ' . :■ 

' ARUNS*. 
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'ARUNS. ■ 

Already haft thou galnM 
Tiberius, ? by what lucky art, Meflala 

MESSALA. 

His own ambition did it all,.: long time, 

With jealous eye, hath he beheld the honours 
Heap’d on his brother, that eclipfe his own 9 
The wreath of laurel, and the pomp of triumph,. 
The waving enligns, -with the people’s- Iove> 

And Brutus’ fondnefs, lavifh’d all on Titus, 

Like deepeft injuries, funk into his foul. 

And help’d, to fill the poifon’d cup of envy 5 
Whilft Titus, void of malice or revenge,. 

Too much fuperior to be jealous of him, 

StretchM fcrth his hand from hh triumphal car,, 

As if he wifb’d to give his bi'cther part 
Of all his glories : I embrac’d,, with joy,. 

The lucky minute 5 pointed out the paths 
Of glory 5 promis’d, in the name of Tarquin, 

All the fair honours Rome cou’d give,, the throne' 
Alone excepted: I perceiv’d. him fiagger. 

And faw him bend, by flow degrees, before me : 
He’s yours, my Lord, and* longs to ipeak with you* 

, ARUN'i 
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ARUNS. 

'Will he deliver the Qilirinai gate, 

Meffaia? 

MESS ALA. 

Titus is commander there, 

' And he alone can give it us : already 
- r| His virtues have been fatal to our purpofe ; 

He is the guardian deity of Rome : 

./^T' Til’ attack is dangVous; without his fupport 

-Succefs were doubtful^ with it all is certain* 

■ . i:’' 

I" AR0NS. 

: ‘I If he folicited the confulfhip, 

Think’fl: thou he wouM refufe the fov’reign pow^r. 
The fare reverfion of a throne with TulHa ? 

I MESS EL A* ■ 

■v:-' ;[ T'were an affront -to his exalted virtue 
.)'! To offer him a throne. 

ARUNS. 

And Tullia with it ! 
,MESSAL;A> : 

' Ohe adores, her; and ev^n loves -her more, 

>':4 Becaufe he ftrives to hate ; detefts the father, 
And^rages for' the daughter ; dreads to fpeak» 

'•1 


Yet'-. 
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Yet mourns in filcnce 5 feeks her ev"iy wliere^ 

Yet fiiuns her prefence^ and drinks up his tears 
In fecret anguilli ; all the rage of love 
Poffeffes him ; fometimes in ftorins like thefe 
A lucky moment turns the wavking mind. 

TitiiSj I know, is turbulent and bold, 5 
And, if we gain him, may, perhaps, go further ■ 
Ev'n than we wifii : v/ho knows but fierce ambition 
May yet rekindle by the torch of love ! ' 

His heart wou’d glow with pleafure, to behold i 
The trembling fenate proftrate at his feet. I 

Yet, let me not deceive you with the hopes, J 

That Titus 'ever will be ours ; once more, [ 

However, I fiiail tiy his ftubborn virtue* | 

ARUNS.. 

If ftill he loves, I ihail depend on him : 

One look of TuHia's, one fweet word frotn h#, ^ 

Will foften his reluifant heart much more, i 

Than all the arts of Aruns or Mefiala : 

For, O, believe me, v/e muft hope for nought 
From men, but thro’ their weaknefs and their folfe; 
Titus and Tullia muft promote ourcaufe j 
The one’s ambition, and the other’s love : : 

Thefe, ftiefe, my friend, are the confprratob ' i* 
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Tliat beft will ferve the king ; from them I hope 
•Much more than from myfeif, 

{fA'zV Meffala* 

. 'sce ne ,IIE ■ 

TULLIA, ARUHS, ALGINA. 

‘ ARUNS. 

This letter^ Madamj 
With orders to deliver it to your handS;, 

I have receiv’d from Tarquin, 

TULLIA. 

Gracious heai^’n f 

Preferve my fathers and reverie his fate ! , 

[She rmds* 

i The throne of Rome may from its aflies rire» ' 

’« And he who was the conquVor of his king 
Be his reilorer : Titus is a hero. 

He muft defend that feepter which I wife ^ 

^ To feare with him. Remember, O mj Tullia, 

^ That Tarquin gave thee life; remember too, 

^ My fate depends on thee 5 thou may^ft refufe 
Liguria’s king : if Titus be thy choice, 

He’s mine ; receive him for thy hufeajTid/ 

Haf 

Read i aright ? Tims I impolfible I •. 

^ ^ Couy 
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,^66 BRUTUS. 

Cou’d Tarquin, cou’d my father, ftiil unmov’d 
In all his forrows, thus at laft relent ? 

How con’d he Itnow, or whence 

fuming to Meflala. 
Alas., m.y lord, 

’Tis but to fearch the fecrets of my heart 
You try me thus ; pity a wretched pnncefs, 

Nor li>read your fnares for helplefs youth like mine. 

ARUNS. 


Madam, I only mean t’obey your father, . ^ 

And ferve his honour’d daughter ; for your fecrets, | 
In me it were prefumption to remove | 

The facred veil which you have drawn before theisj | 
My duty only bids me fay, thatheav n i 

By you determines to reflore our empire. 

tullia. 


And is it poffible, that Tullia thus 

Shou’d be the friend of Tarquin, and the wife 


Of Titus ? 


ARUKS. 


Doubt it not : that noble hero 
Already burns- to ferve the royal race : 

His gen’rous heart abhors the favage fiercenefs 
Of this new common-weal ; his pride was hurt 
By their refulal of bis juft demand ; , 
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’The work’s half done, and thou muft finifh it. 

I have not look’d into his heart > but fure^ 

If he knows Tullia he muft: adore her: 

Who coo’d beholdj unmov’clj a diadem 
By tbec prcfeiited, and with thee adorn’d ? 

Speak to him then, for thou alone hall powV 
To triumph o’er this enemy of kings : 

No longer let the fenate boaft of Tims> 

Their heft fupport, the guardian god of Rome ; 

But be it Tullia’s glory to poilcfs 
The great defender of her father’s caufc. 

And cruih his foes to ruin* 

. ■ SCENE IW 

TULLIA, ALGINA. 

TULLIxV 

Gracious hcav’n ! 

How much I owe to thy propitious goodnefs ! 

My tears have mov’d thee : all is chang’d ; and now 
Thyjuflice, fmiling on my paffion, gives 
New ftrength and freedom to the glorious jflame. 

Fly, myAlgina, bring him hither : gods! 

Does he avoid me ftill, or knows he not 
His happiiiefs ? But ftay, perhaps my hopes 
Are but delufions all : does.Titushate 
Voi,. L N , 'The 
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The fenate thus ? alas ! and mull I owe 
That to refentment which is due to love ? 

ALGINA. 

I know the fenate have offended him ; 

That he’s ambitious ; that he burns for Tullia. 

TULLIA. 

Then he’ll do all to ferve me : fly, Algina, 

, , „„ Algina. 

Away, begone. t 

And yet this hidden change 

Alarms me ; O ! what anguifh racks my heart ! 

Now, love, do thou affiff and guide my virtue 1 
My fame, my duty, reafon, all command it. . 
And (hall my father- owe his crown to me. 

Shall Tullia be the chain to bind their friendfhip i = 
And all Rome’s happinefs depend on mine ? 

O, when fhall I impart to thee, my Titus, 

■ The wond’rous change we little thought to fee. 
When ftiall I hear thy vows, and give thee mine, 
Without a pain, a forrow, or a fear ? 

My woes are paft } now, Rome, I can forgive thee 5 
If Titus leaves thee, Rome, thou art a flave . 

If he is mine, proud fenate, thou’rt no more : 

He loves me ■, tremble ' therefore, and obey. 



R U T U S. 
S C E N E V. 


269 


TITUS, TULLIA. 

TITUS. 

May I believe it ? wilt thou deign once more 
To look on this abhorred Roman^ long 
The objed of thy hatred, and thy foe ? 

TULLIA, 

The face of things, my lord, is ftrangely alter'd ; 
Pate now permits me — b ut firft tell me, Titus, 
Has Tullia ffill an intVeft in thy heart ? 

TITUS. 

Alas ! thou can'ft not doubt thy fatal pow^'r ; 
Thou know'ft my love, my guilt, and my defpair 5 
And hold'ft a cruel empire o'er a life 
Which I deleft ; exhauft your rage upon me ; 

My fate is in your hands. 

TULLIA. 

Know, mine depends 

On thee. 

TITUS. 

On Titus ? never can this trembling heart 
Believe it : am I then no longer hated ? , 

Speak on, my Tullia: O, what flatPring hope 


Thus in a moment lifts me to the heighth 
Of mortal blifs ? 




r 
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TULLIA. 
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^ TULL I A. 

‘i ^Givinghimthe ktUfM 

; ' , / Read this, and make thy felf, 

j -'llll’iTby Tullia, and her father happy— ^Now 

ni:ifpl;;iMay I net hope but wherefore that ftern brow ■ 

, : ’ ' j And frowning afpedl ? gods ! 

^ ■ TITXJS. 

! Of all mankind 

i;i Titus is fure themoft accurs’d : blind fate, 

. I I'lllpcnt on my ruin, fhew’d me happineli, 

; ;iti||iThen fiiatch’d it from me : to complete my woes. 
Illicit doom’d me to adore, and to deftroy thee ; , ^ 

llliil love thee, and have loft thee now for ever. : 

.TULLIA,. .... 

-iiliHow, TitusI 

ni||i ■ . TITUS. 

I |||||:||l ■ Yes; this 'fetal hour condemns me 

I illlliijTo fhame and horror to betray or Rome 
i jflll Or Tullia : all that’s left to my fed .choice 
! :i||i|;i|Is guilt, or mifery. .. ., 

Mini TULLIA. '' 

: ' What fey’ft thou, Titus f 

! ^ Hill When with this hand 1 o^r thee a throne ; 

; ; plIilNow when thou know’ft my heart, for ho longer 

: Will I conceal my virtuous paffion for thee ; 

‘Mllalli'' ‘ - , 


When 
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When duty yields a Tandion to our love ; 

.Alas I I thought this happy day wou’d prove 
The faireft of my life, and yet the moment 
When iirft my fearful heart, without a blufh. 
Might own its pailion^ is thefirft that calls 
For my repentance. Dar’fi thou talk to me 
Of guilt and mifery ? Know, thus to ferve 
Ungrateful men againft their lawful prince. 

To fcern my proffer’d bounties, and opprefs me, 
Thefe are my mis’ries, Tkus^ thefe thy crimes- 
Miftaken youth, weigh in the even ballance 
What Rome refufed, and what file offers thee : ■ 
Or deal forth laws, or meanly ftoop t <>bey them : 
Be govern’d By a rabble, or a king ; 

By Rome, or me: dired: him right, ye gods f 


I 




My choice is made. 


TITUS. 

\Givmghr hack the 

TULXIA. 


And fcar’ff thou to avow it ? 
Be bold, and fpeak at once 5 deferyemy pardon. 
Or merit my revenge : what’s thy refolve ? 

TITUS. 


Tk to be worthy of thee, of myfelf, 

And of my country 5 to bejuft, and faithful s 

'■ 3 " 
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' '‘Tis to adore and imitate thy virtues ; 

It is tolofe, O Tullia, yet defervethee* 


! For ever then • 




Mi' >!:■! 
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TULLIA. 

TITUS. 


Forgive me, deareft Tullia j 
Pity my weaknefs, and forget my love : 

Pity a heart foe to itfelf, a heart 
A thoufand times more wretched now than ev’n 
When thou did’ft hate me: O ! I cannot leave^ 
J cannot follow thee ; I cannot live 
Or with thee or without thee> but will die 
Rather than fee thee given to another* 

TULLIA^ 

My heart’s ftill thine, and I forgive thee, Titut* 
TITUS. 

If thou doft love me, Tullia, be a Roman j 
Be more than queen, and love the common- weal 
Bring with thee patriot zeal, the love of Rome, 
And of her facred laws, be that thy dowry : 
Henceforth let Brutus be thy father, Rom^ 

Thy mother, and her lov’d avenger, Titus, * 
Thy hufband : thus IbaU Romans yield the palm 
Of glory to a Tufean maid, and owe " 



Their freedom to the daughter of a king. 

TULLIA. 

And wou’ft thou wilh me to betray — - 
TITUS. 

My fouls 

UrgM to defpair, hathlofi itfelf: O no ! 

Treafon is horrible in ev’ry fliape. 

And moft unworthy of thee : well I know 
A father’s rights 5 his pow^r is abfolute, 

And muft not be diiputed well I know 
That Titus loves thee, that he Is diftraded. 
TULLIA. 

Thou know’ll- what du^-y is, hear then the voice 
Of Tullia’s father. 

TITUS. 

And forget my own ! 

Forget my country ! 

TULLIA. 

Can’ll thou call it thine 
Without thy Tullia ? 

TITUS. 

We are foes by nature } 

The laws have laid a cruel duty on m* 

TULLIA. 

Titus and Tullia foes ! how cou’d that word 
E’er pafs thy lips! ■ 

Nf. TlTtrs 
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BRUT U 

TIT0S. 

Thouknow’fl: my heart belies them.. 
TULL! A. 

Dare thcB to ferve, and if thou lov’ftj, revenge me» . ■ 

SCENE VL ^ : 

BRUTUS^ ARUNS, TITUS, TUIXIA> MESS ALA,; 
ALSINUS, FROCULUS, LICTORS* 

■ BRUTUS. . 

{^JddreJJing himfelf to Tulli'a? 
Madam, the time is come for your departure ;■ 

Whilft public tumults flioolc the common-weal, 

-And the wild tempeft howl’d around us, Rome 
Cou’d not reftore you to your houfhold gods :■ 

Tarquin himfelf, in that difaftrous hour,. 

T 00 bufy in the ruin of his people 
To think on Tullia, ne’er demanded thee. 

Forgive me if I call thus to remembrance 
Thy forrows paft : I robb’d thee of a father. 

And meet it is I prove a father to thee : 

Go, princefs, and may juffice ever guard 

The throne which heav’n hath call’d thee to pollefe ! 

If thou doll hope obedience from thy fubjeds, 

Obey the laws, ' and tremble for thy felF, 

When thou confid’reft all a fov’reign’s duty : 

And' 



i 
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And if the fata! pow Vs of flattery e’er 

Shou’d from thy heart tinloofe the facred bonds 

Of juftice, think on Rome; remember Tarquin : 

Let his example be th’ inifrufliveleffon 
To future kings, and make the world more happy* 
Aruns, the fenate gives her to thy care ; 

A father and a huiband at your hands 
Expedls her. Proculus attends you henccj 
Far as the facred gate. 

TITUS. lapm'U- 

Defpalrj and horror. ! 

.1 will not fuffcrit — permit me. Sir,. 

l^Jdvmcmg towards Knim* 
Brutus and^ ullia with their Attendants go out^ leaving 
Aruns and Mei^:^!a. 

Gods ! I fliali die with grief and fliame : but foft, . 
Aruns, Td fpeak with you. 

ARUKS. ■ 

My lord, the time 
Isfhort; I follow Brutus, and the princefs | 

Remember,- 1 can put offher departure 
But for an hour, and after that, my lord, 

’Twill be too late to talk with me ; withia - 

We may confer on TulIiaV fate, perhaps • 

On yours. [EAt.- 

, N 5. S C E N E. 
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SCENE VIL 

•TITUS, MESSALA, 

O cruel deftiny ! to join 
And ilien divide us ! Were we made^ alas ! 
But tc be foes ! My friend, I beg thee flop 
The tide of grief and rage. 

MESSALA. 

I weep to fee 

So many virtues and fo many charms 
Rewarded thus : a heart like her’s deferv’d 
To have been thine, and thine alone. 

TITUS. 

O no 5 

Titus and T ullia ne’er ihall be united. 

MESSALA. 

Wherefore, rny Lord ? what idle fcruples rife 

To thwart your wifhes ? 

TITUS.. 

The ungen’rous law« 
She has impos’d upon me : cruel maid. ! 

Muft I then ferve the tyrants I had conquery^ 
Mufi: I betray the 'people I had fa v’d ? 

Shall love, whofe pow’r T had fo long defy’d. 
At laft fubdue me thus ? Shall I expofe 
My father to thefe proud defpotic lords ! 
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And fuck a father, fuch a fair example 
To all mankind, the guardian of his country, f 

Whom long I follow’d in the paths of honour, | 

And might perhaps ev^n one day have excellM j | 

Shall Titus iall from iiich exalted virtue | 

To infamy and vice ? detefted thought ! | 

MESSALA. i 


Thou art a Roman, rife to nobler views^ 

And be a king ; heav’n offers thee a throne : 
Empire and lot^e, and glory, and revenge 
Await thee : this proud conful, this fupport 
Of filling Rome, ' this idol of the people. 

If fortune had not crown’d him with fuccefs. 

If Titus had not conquer’d for his father. 

Had been a Rebel : thou haft gain’d the name 
Of conqu’ror, now alTume a nobler title ; 

Now be thy country’s friend, and give her peace : 
Reftore the happy days, when, bleft witli freedom 
Not unreftrain’d by pow’r, ouraiiceftors 
Weigh’d in the even fcale, and balanc’d well 
The prince’s honours and the people’s right : 
Rome’s hate of kings is not immortal } foon 
Wou’d it be chang’d to love If Titus reign’d : 

For monarchy, fo oft admir’d, fa oft 
Detefted by us, is die-beft or worft 
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Of human governments : a Tyrant king ■ 

Will make it dreadful, and a good, divine^ 

TITUS, 

Meffala, doft thou know me? Doft thou know 
I hold thee/or a traitor, and myfelf 
Almoft as guilty for converfmg with thee,. 

MESS AL A. . 

Know thou, the honour thou contemn’ft ffiall fooil 
Be wrelled from thee, and another hand 
Perform thy office; 

TITUS. 

Ha! another! who? 

MESSALA. 

Thy brother. : 

TITUS. 

Ay ! my brother. 

MESS ALA. 

Hehas giv^it- 

His faith to Tarquin. 

TITUS. 

Cou’d Tiberius e'er 

Betray his country ? 

MESSALA. 

He will ferve his king. 

And be a friend to Rome : in fpite of tUee, 

Tarquin 
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Tarquin will give his daughter to the man 
Who ihall with warmeft zeal defend her father. 

TITUS. 

Perfidious wretch ! thou hall mMed my fiepsj, 
And left me hanging o’er the precipice ; 

Left me the dreadful choice or toaccufe 
My brother^ or partake his guilty butknow^. 
Sooner thy blood 

MBS SAL A. 

My life is in thy pow% 
Take it this moment j Idejferve to die 
For ftriving to oblige you : £hed the blood. 

Of friend j of miftrefSj and of brother 5 lay 
Thebreathlefs vidlims all before the ftnatc? 

And for thy virtues afk the confulihip : 

Or let me hence, and tell ’em all I knowj,, 
Accufe my feilow-traitoxs, and myfelf 
Begin the facrifice. 

TITUS. ' 

Meffala, flop, 

Or dread my defperatc rage. 


TITUS, MESSALA, ALBINUS* 
ALBINUS. 

Th’ ambaffador : , 

Wou’d fee you now, my Lord ; he’s with the princefs, 
TITUS. 

Yes, I will fly to Tullia : O ye gods 

Of Rome, ye guardians of my much-Iov’d country I 

Pierce this corrupted this ungrateful heart : 

Had Titus never lov’d, he had been virtuous ; 

And muft I fall a facrlfice to thee, 

Dctefted fenate ! let us hence. 

[Turning to Meffala^ 
Thou feeft, 

MefTala, this proud capitol replete 
With monuments of Titus’ faith". 


MESSALA. 


By a proud fenate. 


^Tis fill’d 

TITUS. 


Ay: I know it well; 

But hark i Ihear the voice of angry heav’ii. 

It fpeaks to me in thunder, and cries, flop, 
Ungrateful Titus, thou betray’fl thy country ; 


1 
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No, Rome, no, Brutus, I am ftill thy fon ; 

‘ I 

O’er Titiis head the {tin of glory ftill I 

j 

Hath flied his bfighteft rays 5 he never yet 
Difgrac’d his noble blood : your vi£i:im, gods. 

Is fpQtlefs yet ; and if this fatal day 
Shall doom me to involuntary crimes. 

If I mad yield to fate, let Titus die 
Whilfthe is innocent, and fave his country, 

End of the Third Act, 


A C T IV* SCENE L 
TITUS, ARUNS, MESSALA. 

TITUS. 

Urge me no more: iVe heard too much already: 

Shame and defpairfurround me, but begone, 

I am refolv’d : go, leave me to my forrows, , f 

And to my virtue : reafon pleads in vain, 

But Tullia*s tears are eloquent indeed : L 

One look from her mil more unman my foul | 

Than all your tyrant’s threats : but never more | 
Will I behold her; let her go : O heav’n I |, 

ARUNS. ■ 

I ftaid bqt to oblige you. Sir, beyond 
The time which you fo earneftly requefted. 

And which we fcarce cou’d gain. _ „ I 

Xi 1 U he I 
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TITUS. 

Did I requeft it ?’ 

ARUNS. 

You did, my lord, and I in fecret hoped 
A fairer fate wouM crown your loves 5 but now 
’Tis paft 3 we.muft not think on%. 

TITUS.. 

Cruel Aruns ! ' 

Thou haft beheld' my IBame, and my difgrace ; • 

Thou haft feen Titus for a moment doubtful : 

7I10U artful witnefs of my folly, hence ! 

And tell thy royal mafters. all my weaknefs | 

Tell the proud tyrants, that their conqueror,, 
TheTon of Brutus, wept before thy face ; 

But tell ’em too, that,. Ipite of all my tears,- 
Spite of thy, eloquence, and Tullia’s charms,, 

I yet am free, . a conqu’ror o’er myjfelf : . 

That, ftill a Roman, I will never yield 
To Tarquin’s blood, but fwear eternal war 
Againft the race of her whom I adore. 

ARUNSi 

Titus, I pity and excufe thy grief | 

And, far from wifliing to opprefs thy Heart 
With added forrow% mix my fighs with thihei ' ‘ 

Only; 


% ' 
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Only remember, thou haft kill’d thy Tullia, 
Farewell, my lord.: 

, MESS ALA, 

O heav’n !: 

SCENE IL 

TITUS, MESSALA. 

, TITUS'. 

She muft not go : 

On peril of my life Til keep her here* 

MESSALA. 

You wouM not 

TITUS, 

No : 111 not betray my, country: 
Rome may divide her from me, but flie ne’er 
Can difunite our fate j I live, and breath 
For T ullia only, and for her will die* 

Meffala, hafte, have pity on my woes. 

Gather our troops, aflemble all our friends. 

Spite of the fenate I will flop her 5 fay , 

She muft remain a hoftao-e here at Rome ; 
ril do’t Meflala, 

MESSALA. 

To what defff rate mean® 

Doth palBpn urge you? What will it avail 
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To make this fond avowal of your love ? 

TITUS. 

Goto the fenate,. and appeal to them^ 

Try if thou can’ft not foften the proud hearts 
Of thefe imperious kings. Meffala, tell 
The intereft of BrutuS;, of the ftate — ~ 

Alas ! I rave> ^tis idle, and all in vain* 

ME SSL A. 

I fee you’re hurt, my lord, and I will ferve you* 

I go 

TITUS. 

Pllfeeher: fpeaktoher, Meflala^ 

She pafles by this way, and I will take 
My lafl: farewell of her, 

MBS SAL A, 

Youfhall. 

TITUS. 

• ' ’Tisffac. 

Now I am loft indeed, 

SCENE III, 

TITUS^ MESSALA, TULLIA, ALGINA. 
.ALGIHA.., 

Madam, they wait* 

TULLIA, 


i 


■ B .R , U ■ T U S. " 2tg5 

TVLLIA, 

Pity my hard, my cruel fate, Algiua ; 

This bafe ungrateful man ftill wounds my heart j 
And Brutus, like a vengeful god, appears 
To torture us : love, fear and grief, at once 
DiiiratSf my foui ; let us begone. 

TITUS, 

Ono! 

Stay, Tullia, deign at leaf!: 

TUI LI 

Barbarian, hence ! 

Thiiik'ft thou with foothing words — — 

■ TITUS, 

. ^ Alas I my Tidiia^ 

I only know in this difaftous hour 
What duty bids me do, not what I wou’d : 

Reafon no longer holds her empire here, 

For thou haft torn her from me, and ufurp’ft 
The pow’r fupreme o’er this diftratSed mind ; 

Reign, tyrant, ftretchthy cruel pow’r; command 
Thy vaflal ; bid thy Titus rufh on guilt ; 

Diftate his crimes, and make him wretched : No ^ 
Sooner than Titus fhall betray his country. 

Give up his friends, his fellow citizens, 

. , . , Thofc 



i 
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Thofe whom his valour fav’d to fire and ilaughterj^ 
Sooner than leave his father to the fword 
OfTarquin, know, proud woman — — 

TULLIA. 

■ Shield nie^ lieav’n r 

Thou plead’ft the caufe of nature, and her voice 
Is dear to me as to thyfelf thou, Titus, 

Taught’fi: me long fince to tremble for a father | 
Brutus is mine : our blood united Sows 
Can’S: thou require a fairer pledge than love 
And truth have giv’n thee : if I ftay with thee, ■ * 
I am his daughter, and his hoftage here. 

Can’ft thou yet doubt ? think’ft thou in fecret Brutu0: - 
Wou’d not rgoice to" fee thee' on a throne ? 

He hathnot plac’d indeed a diadem ‘ ‘ 

On his own brows, but is he not a king - ' / 

Beneath another name ? and one year’s reigh ■ 
Perhaps may bring — — but thefeare friiitiefs restfdhsi^ 
If thou no longer I'ov’ft me — one wordmorcj - ^ ^ 
Farewell ; I leave, and I adore thee, Titus ; - 

Thou weep’ft, thou trembleft j yet a little time ^ ^ ' 

Is left for thee, fpeak, tell me, cruel man, 

What more can’ll thou delire * lA 

. ■ - : U 'll 

TITUS. 
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TITUS. 


Z$J 


Thy hatred ; that 

Alone remams to make me truly wretched, 
TULLIA. 

It is too much to bear thy caufelefs plaints ; 

To hear thee talk of fancyy injuries. 

With idle dreams of vifionary tyes : 

Take back thy love, take back thy faithlefs vows^ 
Worfethan tby bafe refufal ; I deipife them. 

Think not I mean to fearch in Italy 
The fatal grandeur which I facriiicy 
To Titusf ; Jove* and in another s arms : 

Lament the weakncfs which I felt for thee ; 

My fate’s determin’d ; teirn, proud Roman, thou 
Whofe favage virtue rifes but t opprcfs 
A helplefs woman, coward, when I afk . 

Thy,aidi» and only valiant to deftroy me. 

Fickle and way’ ring in thy faith, of me 
Learn to fulfill thy vows ; thou {halt behold 
A Woman, in thy eyes howe’er: contemn’d, 

Howe’er defpis’d, unftiaken in her purpofe, 

And by her firmnefs fee how much jfhe lov’d thee, 
Titus, beneath thefe walls, the revVcnd feat 
Of my great anceffiors, which thou defend’!!: 

' Again ft 
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Againft their rightful lord ; this fatal fpot 
Where thou harft dar’d t'infult and to betray me ; 
Where firft thy faithlefs vows deceiv’d me j thercj, 
EVn there, by all the gods who ftore up v’engeance ■ 
For perjur’d men, I fwear to thee^ O Titus, 

This arm, more juft than thine, and more refolv’d;^ 
Shall punifii foon my fond credulity, 

And wafti out all my injuries in my blood : 

I go 

TITlTS. 

No, Tollia, hear and then condemn me ; 

You lhall be fatisfy’d ; I fly to pleafe you. 

Yet fliudder atit : I am ftill more wretched, 

Becaufe my guilty foul has no excufe. 

No poor del ufion left* Ihavenot ev’n 
The joy of felf-deceit to footh my forrows : 

No, thou haft conquer’d, not betray’d me, Tullk^. 
I loath the fatal paffion which I feel. 

And rufti on vice, yet know and honour virtue. 

Hate me, avoid me, leave a guilty wretch 
Who dies for love, yet hates himfelf for lovino- 5 
Nor fears to mix his future fate with thine, 

Mid’ft crimes, and horrors, perjury, and death. 

TULLIA. 

You know too well your influence o’er my heart ; 

Mock 
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Mock my fond paffion^, and infult my love ; 

Yes, Titus, kis for thee alone I live. 

For thee wou’d die : yet, fpite of all my love. 

And all my weaknefs, death were far more welcon:^e 
Than the reludlant hand of cruel TituSy 
Who is afiiam'd to ferve his royal mafter, 

And bluflies to accept a kingdom from me. 

7 "he dreadful hour of reparation comes, 

Think on it, Titus, and remember well 
That Tullia loves, and offers thee a throne^ |i 

Th’ ambaflador expects me^ fare thee well, ! 

Deliberate and determine : an hour hence i 

Again thou ftialt behold me with my father : - 

When I return to thefe detefted walls | 

Know, Titus, return a queen, or-perifo.' | 

TITUS,. ' ■ . i 

Thou &alt not die : I go 

• TULLIA, f: 

Stop, Titus, flop; ■ |f 
If thou Ihoud’ft follovr me, thy lifo s in danger, | , 

ThoTlt be fufpe&d i therefore, iiay: farewell 5 
Refoive to be my mrrtlfrcr, or my hufband. I 

I 

I 

■ ■ ■ ' ■ I 

S C E N E 1 
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S C E N E IV. 

TITUS alone, 

O Tullias thou haft conquer^dj Rome’s enlla?*d : 
Return to rule o’er her, and o’er my life. 

Devoted to thee : hafte, I fly to crown thee. 

Or perifh in th’ attempt : the worft of crimes 
Were to abandon thee. Now, where’s MelTala ? 
My headftrong paiEon hath at length worn out 
His patient friendfhip j miftrefs, Romans, friends. 
All in one fatal day, hath Titus loft, 

S C E N E V. 

TITUS, MESSALA. 

■TITUS. 

O my Meflala, help me in my love. 

And my revenge : away 5 hafie, follow me. 

MESSA.LA. 

Command, and I obey : my troops are ready 
At the Quirinal mount to give us up 
The gates, and all my gallanl friends have fwom 
T’acknowledge Titus as the rightful heir 
OfTarquin: lofenotime; propitious night 

Already offers her kind Ihade to veil 

% 

Our great defign. 


riTliS 
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TITUS. ^ 

The hour approaches? : TujJra 
Will count'each-mmute:' Tarq.uiji.y after all, 
ilad my firft oaths;.:” away the dye is call'.. 

[T7^^ lower fart of the Jiage opens and dlfcover? ' 
Bratus. 

What, do I fee 5 my father ! 

SCENE ■ VL 

BRUTUS, TITUS, MESSA'LA, LlCTORs. ' 
B'RUTUS. 

Titus, 'haftcj; 

Rome ir? in danger 5 thou ait all our hope : 

■ Secret inftrudtioiis have been giv’n the fenate 
That Rome will be attacked dead ; , ■,/ 

And I have gain’d for my beloved Titus;.,..., .■ 

The firft commandj , 113 ' this eit-remity 
Of public danger* Armthyfelf, my fon, . '' 

And Sy, a fecond timcj to fave thy countj-}’ }, . , ..11# 
Hazard thy life once more in the gr<;at esMf? ? { 
Of liberty; or vii^ory or death f . , a ;. 

Muft crown thy days, and, J fliali Kivy thee. ; , j ^ 

• ■■T-ITUS. '■> ■' 

Gheav’a! ■ ■ 

y Vol.I. O BRUTUS. 
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BIIUTUS* 

Mj fan f 

TITUS. 

To other hands commit 
The fenate^s favors, and the fate of Rome. 

ME S SAL A. 

What ftrangc diforder has poflefs^'d his foul I 
BRUTUS. 

Do& thou refufe the proffer’d glory? 

TITUS. 

I ! 

Shall I3 my lord-^ 

BRUTUS. 

Hal doth thy heart ftill burn 
With proud refentment of thy fancy’d wrongs ? 

Is this a time, my fon, for fond caprice ? 

Can he who fay’d his country be unhappy ? 

Immortal honour ! will not that fufEce 
Without the confulflnp ? The laws, thou know’ft. 
Refus’d it, Titus, to thy youth alone. 

Not to thy merit : think no more of that : 

, < 5 o 5 I have plac’d thee in the poff: of honour^ 

Xet tyrants only feel thy ihdignation | 

Cfive Rome thy life t afk nothing in return^ 

But 
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But be a hero 1 be yet more, my fon, 

A Roman : I am haft’ning to the end 
Of my fhort journey ; thy vidlorious handsf 
Muft clofe my eyes ;] fupported by thy virtues, 
My name fhall: never die > I fhaJI revive 
And live once more in Titus : but perhaps 
It is decreed that I muft follow thee ; 

Old age is weak j but I will fee thee conquer. 
Or perifli with thee, Rome’s Avenger ftill. 
Free, and without a mafter, 

TITUS. 

OMcffalaf 

SCENE VILV 


BRUTUS, VALERIUS, TITUS, MESS ALA- 
■ VALERIUS.. . ’■ ■■ 

My lord, let all retire* : 

BRUTUS* 

Run, fly, my 

, ■ ■ VALERIUS. ■ 

Rome i$ betray’d* 

BRUTUS. 


What do I hear ? 


VALERIUS.. 

‘ treafon;. 

We'refold, my%rd, the auth'OJ^s yet unknown; ' 

O 2 But 
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But TarquiiBs name is ecchoM through our ftreets^ 
And wortiiiefs Romans talk of yielding to him> 

BRUTUS. 

Ha ! wou’d the citizens of Rome be ilaves ! . 
VALERIUS. 

Yes : the perfidious traitors fled from me i 
IVe fent in queft of them : much I fiifpecl 
Menas and Lselius, the bafe partizans 
Of tyranny and kings, the fecret foes 
Of Rome, and ever glad to dlfunite 
The fenate and the people : if I err not^ 

Protected by MelTala, who himfelf, 

But for his friendfljip with the noble Titus^ 

I almoft think, has join’d them. 

BRUTUS. 

We’II obferve 

Their fteps with caution 5 more cannot be done : 
The liberty and laws which we defend 
Forbid that rigor which I fear is needful ; 

But to detain a Roman on fufpicions. 

Were to refemble thofe uCurplng tyrants 
Whom’ we wou’dpunifli : let us to the people. 
Awake the fearful, giv^e the virtuous praife, 
Aftonifh the peifidious ; let the fathers 




i' 
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i 


B 'R U T U S.' 29s 


Of Rome and liberty revive the warmth 
Of Roman courage : y/ho will not be bokl 
lYhen we appear ? O rather give us deaths 
Ye- gods ! than flarVy : kt the ieoate. follow- 

S^C .E. NE VIiL' 

BKU.TUS, VALERIUS, PROCULUS- 
PRO CUE US. 

A Have, my lord, defies a private audience. 

BRUTUS., 

At this late hour of night !• . 

FROCIJLUS. . : 

He brings you news. 

He fays, of higheft import:. 

BRUTUS. 

Ha! perhaps 

Rome’s fafety may depend on it: away : * 

[T,¥ivcuJas. 

A moments lofs might hazard all — go thou ■ 

And feek my fon : let the Quirinalgate 
Be his firll: care : and may the world confeft, f 
*W hen triey behold his glorious deeds, the race' 

Of Brutus was decreed to conquer kiilgs. 

End of the' F ourth Act. 

. O 3 'ACT 
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A C T Y. SCENE I ' 
BRUTUS, S EN A T O R S, PR O CUL U S, LI C T OR 
VINDEX, a Slave. ' 

BRUTUS. 

A litrl*? more and Tarquin^ arm'd with vengeance. 
This night had rufli’d upon us; Rome had faDhi, 

And freedom funk beneath the tyrant's powV : 

T^his hibtlc flatefnian, this arnbaflador. 

Had open'd wide the Fatal precipice : 

Wou’d you believe it, evhi the Tons of Rome 

United to betray her: falfe MeffaJa 

Urg’d on their furious zeal, and fold his country ^ 

To this perfidious Arunsi but kind heav'n, . : 

Still watchful o’er the fate of Rome, preferv’d us. ' 

This Save o’er heard it all 5 his faithful councils 
Awak’d my fears, and fill’d my aged breaft , f 
With double vigour : I bad feiz’d MelTala, 

And hoped by tortures to have wrefted from him. 

The names of his affociates ^ but, behold. 
Surrounded by my lidfors, on a fudden 
He from his bofom drew a poniard forth, 

Deiign’d no doubt for other purpofes^ 

And 
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And cryy, if youwouM know Meflala'sfecrets^ 

Look for them here, within this bleeding brcaft;, 

He who has courage to confpirc againft you, 

Can keep the council which he gives, and die : 

Then, as tHmultuoufly they gathered round him*,, 
Pierc’d his falfe heart*, and like a Pieman dykl,. 

Tho’ he had liv’d unworthy of the name. 

Already Aruns was beyond the walls 
Of Rome ; our guards purfiied him to the camp,. 
Stopp’d him with Tullia, ahi.lfcl'long will bring 
The traitor here, whenheav’n, I truft, will foon 
Unravel all their dark and deadly purpofe* 

Vakrixis will dete^ ’em : but remember 
Friends, Romans, countrymen, I charge you all, 
When ye fhall know the names of thefo vile fiaves, 
Thefe parricides, nor pardon nor indulgence 
Be Ihewn to,, friends, to brothers, nay, to children ; 
Think on their crimes alone,. , preferve your faith, , 
For liberty and Rome demands their blood. 

And he who pardons guilt like theirs, partakes it. 

' ; [To the Jlmu 

Thou, whofe blind deftiny and lowly birth 
Made thee a flave, who fcoud’il have been a Roman j 
Thou, by whofe genVous.aiJ thefenate lives, * 
O 4 ' - , And 
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And Rome is fafe, xeceive that liberty 

Thou haft beftow'd 5 henceforth let nobler thoughts 

In fpire thy foul ; be equal to rriV fons^ 

The dread of tyrants^ the delight of Rome^ 

But whence this tumult ? H'ai'k ! ' . 

FROCULUS.^^ 

7 V ambafiador , 

Is fdz^d my lord, and they have brought him hilher, 
BRUTUS. 

How will he dare — -SL* 


SCENE IL 


BRUTUS, SENATORS, AIIUNS, LICTORS. 
ARUNS. 


How long, infultlng Romans^ 
' Will you thus violate the facred rights 
Of all mankind ? How long by faeSHon led 
Thus in their minifters difhonour kings ? 

Your lidlors have with infolence detain^ me : 

Is it my mafter you thus treat with fcorn. 

Or Aruns ? Know, my rank refpectable 
In ev’ry nation — — — 

BRUTUS. 


The more facred that. 
More guilty thou : talk not of titles here- 


ARUNS. 


V 


0 ^ 


m 
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A king’s ambafllidqr 

BRUTUS, 

Thou art not crx : 

Thou art a traitor^ with a noble name^ 

Emboldenki by impunity : for kncrw 
That, true ambaflkdors interpret laws, 

But never break them ; lervc their king, but ne’er 
Diilionour him 5 with them repos’d in fafety 
Lie the firm ties of faith thvix^ man and man ; 

And of their holy miniftry rise fruit 
Is grateful peace : they are. the facred bonds 
That knit the IbvVcigns of the earth together ; 

Andy as the friends of all, by all rever’d. 

Afk thy own heart if thou art furh ; thou dar’ll* not : 
But if thy'mafier bade thee learn our laws, 

Our virtues, and our trcafiires, we will teach thee, 
Now what.. Rome is, ' and what a Roman fenate : 

Will teach thee that this people ftill rcfpedl:s 
The law of natioiis, v/bich thou baft dlflionour’d : ’ ' 
The only puniihrnent infiiSed on thee, 

Shall be to fee thy vile aflbeiates bleed, 

And tell thy king their folly and their fate, , 

. When thou return'ft, befure inform thy friends 
Of Romeos refentment, ' and thy own difgrace 
Lidlorsy away with him. ' 

■ O5 • SCENE. 
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SCENE III. 

BRUTUS, VALERIUS, PROCULUS, SENATORS. 

Well, my V'^Ierius-, 

They re feiz’d, I hope, at leaf!: you know the traitors t 
Ha ! wherefore is that melancholy gloom 
Spread o er thy face, prefaging greater ills ? 

Thou trembleft too. 

VALERIUS. 

Remember thou art Brutus# 


Explain thyfelf. 


BRUTUS. 


VALERIUS. 


I dare not fpeak it : take 

lGiv£S him the ialUiu 
Thefe tablets, read, and know the guilty. 

BRUTUS. 

Hal 

My eyes deceive me ; fure it cannot be ! 

O heavy hour ! and moft unhappy father ! 

My fon ! Tiberius ! pardon me, my friends, 
Unlock’d for misery ! Have you feisi^d the traitor ? 

VALERIUS. 

My lord, with two of the confpirators. 

He flood on his defence, and rather chofe . 
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To die than yield himfelf a prisoner : clofe 
By them he fell all cover’d o’er with wounds : 

But O ! there ftill remains a tale more dreadful 
For thee, for Rome, and for us all 

BRUTUS. 

What is k? 

VALERIUS. 

Once more, my lord, look on that fatal fcroll 
Which Proculus had wrefted from Meffala^ 

BRUTUS. 

I tremble, but I will go on : ha ! Titus ! 

IHe fmhtnU ilu of Proculaa. 

VALERIUS. 

Difavm’d I found him, wand’ringm defpair 
And horror, as if confcious of a crime 
Which he abliorr’d* 

BRUTUS. 

Return, ye confer ipt fathers, 
Strait to the fenate ; Brutus hath no place 
Amongft you now : go, pafs your judgment on 
Exterminate the guilty race of Brutus j : A ' 

Punifli the father in the blood of him 
Who was my child : I fhall not follow you, : ’ 

Or to fufpend or mir Agate the wrath 
Of injur’d Rome* 

; scene; 
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SCENE 

BRUTUS alone. 

Great gods ! to your decrees 
I yield fubmiilive, to the great avengers 
Of Rome, and of her laws : by you infpir’d 
I rear’d the ftrudiure of fair liberty 
On jufiice and on truth ; and will you now 
O’erthi'ow it ? will you arm my children’s bands 
>3ainft your own work ? Was it not woe enough 
That fierce Tiberius, blind with furious zeal, 
Shou’d ferve the tyrant, and betray his country ? 
But that my Titus too, the joy of Rome, 

Who, full of honour, but this very day 
Enjoy’d a triumph for his vidlories, 

Crown’d in the capitol by Brutus’ hand, . 

Titus, the hope of my declining years, 

The darling of mankind, that Titus — — gods ! 


' SCENE V. 

BRaXUS, VALERIUS, LICTORS, ATTENDANTS, 
VALERIUS. 

My lord, the fenate have decreed, yourfelf 
Shou’d pafs the fentence on your guilty fon. 


Myfelfl 


BRUTUS. 

VALERIUS. ' 
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VALERIUS. 

It mull be fb. 

BRUTUS. 

Touching the refi, 

Say^ what hare they determiny ? 

VALERIUS. 

All condemn’d 

To death ; ev’n now perhaps they are no more.. 
BRUTUS. 

And have the fenate left to my difpofal 
The life of Titus.?, ■ . 

VALERIUS. 

They eftecm this honour 
Due to thy virtues. 

BRUTUS. ■ * : 

O my country ! 

VALERIUS. 

What ; 

Muft I return in anfwer to the fenate ? 

BRHTUS- 

That Bmtus knows the value of a favor 
He fought not, but fliall lludy to deferve. . 

But cou’d my fon without refiflance yfeld f , 

Coud he — — forgive my dovbt% bpt. Titus ever ' ' . . ' 
Was Rome's beft guard, and jftill I feel I love hm*. 

• , - VALERdUa"'. 
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VALERIUS. 
Tullia, myIord~----“-- 


Our juft fufpiclons. 


BRUTUS. 

Wells what of her ? 

VALERIUS, 

Confirm'd 


BRUTUS. 
How ! 


VALERIUS. 

Scon as flie faW;, 

In her return, the dreadful preparation 
: Of torture for th^" offenders, at our feet 
She fell, and foon in agonies expir’d 5 
The laft poorvi<Si:ina of the hated race 
Of tyrants : doubtlefs ’twas for her, my lord, 
Rome was betray’d : I feel a father’s grief. 

And weep for Brutus j but in her laft moments , . 
This way fhe turn’d her eyes, and call’d on Titus. 


Juft gods J 


BRUTUS. 

VALERIUS. 


Thou art bis judge, perform thy office, .j; 
Or Strike, or fparej acquit him, or condemn ; 

Rome will approve what Brutus fhaJl determine. ? , 
.V' .. BRUTUS. 
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I ■ BRtJTUS, 

I LidorSg bring Titus hither. 

: YALERIirS. 

i J retire. 

And truft thy virtue ^ my aftonifli'd foul 
Admires and pities thee : 1 go to tell 
The fenate, nought can equal Brutus’ grief 
But Brutus’ firmnefs. 

S C E N E VI. • 

: BRUTUS, PROCULUS. 

I , BRUTUS. , 

No : the more I thanks 
The lefs can I believe my fon con’d e’er 
Confpire with traitors to betray his country : 

No : he lov’d Rome too well | too well he lov’d 
His father : fare we cannot thus forget 
Our duty and ourfelves in one Ihort day : 

I cannot think my fon was guilty ftilL 

FROCULUS; ' 

’Twas all condufted by Mefialai he : 

Perhaps defign’d to ihelter his- own crimes " ■ ■ 

/ Beneath the name of Titus ; his accufers 
? Envy his' glory, and wou’d fam obfenri^ m^ 

I ’ 

O ! wou’d to' heav’ij’ it werfe lb f ^ ,.'4 f 

I T - , PRO'CVji*^! 
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PROCULUS. 

He’s thy fon. 

Thy only hope ; and innocent or guilty, 

The fenate has to thee refign’d his fate : 

His life is fafe whilft in the hands of Brutus ; 
Thou wilt preferve a great man for his country j 
Thou art a father. 

BRUTUS. 

No : I am Rome’s conful. 


\ 


SCENE VII. 

BRUTUS, PROCULUS, TITUS at t!ie further end of the 
liagea gaarded by Lidors. 


He comes. 


FEOCU3LUS. 

TITUS, 


’Tis Brutus : O diftrefsful fight ! 
Open, thou earth, beneath my trembling Heps ! 

My lord, permit a fon - 

BRUTUS. 


Ralh boy, forbear: 

I was the father of two children once, 

And lov’d them both ; but one is Ibfi: : what fay’lb 
thou ? 

Speak, Titus, have I yet a fon? 

7: IT US. 

' ‘ Oho: 

Thouhaftiiot„ BRUTUS. 
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BEUTUS. 


207 


Anfwer then thy judgCy thou fhame 
To Brutus j; fay, thou betray thy country^ 

Give up tliy father to a tyrant's pow^r, 

And break thy folemn vows ? Did'ft thou refoh^e 
To do thiSs Titus ?■ 

TITUS. 

I refolv’d on nothing, 

FillM with a deadly poifon that poflefs'd , 

My frantic mind, I did not know myfeli^ , 

Nor do I yet | and ray diliemper'd foul,, 

In its wild rage, was for a moment guilty; 

That moment cloatlfd me with eternal £hame, 

And made me falfe to what I lov’d, my country 
^Tis pall; and anguifli and remorfe fuccced 
T’avenge their wrongs, and fcourge me for the crfme^ 
Pronounce my fentence : Rome, that looks upon tbee-i 
Wants an example, and demands my life 
By my dcferved fate £he may deter - 

Thofe of her fens, if any fuch there be, ; 

Who might be tempted to a .crime like -Ihine. ; ■: 

In death at kaft thus fhall I ferye my country ; 

Thus fhall my blood, whkh never till 'this'' hour 
Was ftain’d witbrguilt, ftill -flow for liberty* ; 

■ BRUTtlkr'^ 
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BRUTUS. 

Unnafral mixture ! perfidy and courage 5 
Such horrid crimes with fuch exalted virtue I 
With all thy dear-bought laurels on thy brow^ 

What pow'r malignant cou'd infpire thee thus 
With vile inconftancy ? 

TITUS. 

The thirft of vengeances,, 
Ambkion, hatred, hiadnefsi all united 
BRUTUS. 

Go on, unhappy youth.. 

TITUS. 

One erroi more,. 

And worle than alf the reft ; one cruel Same 
That firM my guilt, and ftill perhaps augments it. 
Completed my deftrudUon ; to confefs it 
Is double jfhame, to Rome of little fervice. 

And moft unworthy of us both : I own it : 

But I have reach^ the fummit of my guilt, 

And of my forrows too : end with my life 
My crimes, and my defpair, my flume and thine. 

But if in battle I have ever trac’d 1 

■ Thy 
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Thy glorious fteps; if I have followed thee^ . 

And fervM my country j if remorfe and anguiflr 
Already have o’er paid my crimes ^ O deign 
Within thy arms once more to hold a wretch 
Abandon^ and forlorn : O lay, at leaft, 

My fon, thy father hates thee not : that WQrd 
Alone my fame and virtue fiiall reftore. 

And fave my inem’ry from the brand of fliame* 

The world will fay, when Titus dy’d,, a look 
From you reliev’d him from his load of grief. 

And made him full amends for all his forrows ^ 

Spite of his guilt, that Aill etleem*d by thee, ' 

He bore thy bleiSng with him to the grave. 

BEUTUS. ■ ■ 

O Rome! his pangs opprefs me: O my country ! 
Proculus, fee they lead my fon to death. * 

Rife, wretched Titus, thou wert once 
.Of my old, age, my bell fupportj 
Thy fath^who' condemn’d thee-: fwas 
Were he not Brutus^ he had pardon’d tlef'.j , 

Believe my; tears that trickle down thy cbeefa,. 

'Whilll I am Ipeaking to thee : 0 my Titus, , 

Let nobler courage than thy 




BRUTUS. 


■ 

Support thee in thy death | my fon^ farewell : 

Let no unmanly tears difgrace thy fall^ 

But be a Roman ftill,. and let thy countryj 
That knows thy worth, admire while fhe deilroys " 
thee.. 

TITUS., 

Farewell : I go to death ; in that at leafi: 

Titus once more Ihail emulate his father. 

SCENE VIIL 
BRUTUS, PROCULUS. 
PROCULUS. 

My lord, thefenate, with fmcereft grief. 

And ihuddVing at the dreadful jflroke 

BRUTUS* 

No moxc^i ' 

Ye know not “Brutus who condole with him 
At fuch a time : Rome only is my care ; 

I feel but for my country we muift guard 
Againft more danger : they’re in arms again : 

Away : let Rome in this difaftrous hour 
Supply the place of him whom I have loft 
For her, and let me finifh my fad days. 

As Titus fliou’d have done, in Rome’s defence^ 

'SCENE 
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- SCENE the L A S T. 

BRUTUS, PROCULUS, a SENATOR. 

t 

SENATOR, 

My lord — 

BRUTUS. 

My fon is dead ? 

SENATOR. 

. ’Tls fo: thefe'eyes—* 
BRUTUS. 

Thaiik heav’xi ! Rome's free ; and I am fatisfy'd. 
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DISSERTATION 

Ob Ant IE NT and Modern 

T R A G E D Y. 

i N 

-A LETTER to Cardinal QUIRINI, a Noble. 
Venetian^ Bifeop of BresciAj and Keeper of 
the Vatican Library. 

My, Lord, 

W ELL did it become a genius like yours, and, 
one who prefides oYer the moll antient library 
in the world, to giYC yourfelf intirely up to letters* 
Such heads of our church we may expedl to fee under 
a pontiff W'ho inftrudted the chriftian world before he 
was appointed to rule over it ; but if literature in ge- 
neral Hands indebted to you, ftill greater are my own 
obligations for the honor which you did me in tranflating 
my Henriade, and the-poem of Fontenoy, into fuch ele- 
Vox., II* B 
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gant verfe. The two virtuous heroes whom I celebrated 
are become yours. You have condefcended to em- 
bellifli my work, that you might render the names of 
Henry IV. and Lewis XV. ftill more illuftrious, and 
fpread atafte for the polite arts throughout all Europe. 

Amongft the many obligations which we of later 
ages have to the Italians, and particularly to the Popes 
and their minifters, we mufl: not pafs over the cultiva- 
tion and improvement of the Belles-Lettres, which 
have foften’d by degrees the grofs and barbarous man- 
ners of our northern climates, and to which w^e are in 
a great meafure indebted for our politenefs, our hap- 
pinefs, and our glory, 

. Under the great Leo X. with Grecian eloquence 
revived alfo the Grecian theatre. The Sophonifba of 
the celebrated prelate TriiEno, the Pope's nuncio, w^as 
the firfl: regular tragedy feen in Europe after fo many 
ages of barbarifm : in like manner as the Calandra of 
cardinal Bibiena had been before that time the firft 
comedy in modern Italy : you were the firfl: that built 
fpaclous theatres, and gave the world fome idea of that 
fplendor of antlent Greece, which drew together fo 
many foreign nations at its folemn fefiivals, and be- 
came the univerfal model of perfeftion in every art and 
fcience® ■' 

. If 
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If your nation lias not always equall’d the antlents 
in tragedj/, it is not to be attributed to your language, " 
which is copious, flexible, and harmonious, adapted L 
to all fubje<3:s : but it is in my opinion extremely pro- 
bable, that the great progrefs you have made in mufic ^ 
has in fome meafure put a flop to your improvement in 
tragedy : one perfedlion has deftroy’d another. 

Permit me then to enter into a literary difcuiTion 
with your lordfhip, on this head. Some people, per- 1; 
haps, who are ufed to the general {Ills of dedications, 
will be furpris’d to find me comparing Greek with t 
modern cuftoms, inilead of comparing the great men f’ 
of antiquity with thofe of your ill ull:rious hoafet but I 
I am talking to a man of letters, and a philofopher •, to l| 
one from whofe knowledge I may receive iniproT'ement j 1 1 
with whom! have the honour to be afTociated in the 
moil antient academy in Europe, whofe members 
often employ themfelves in refearches of this nature: 

I am fpeaking, in fliort, to one who had much rather 

give me inftrudions, than receive encomiums from 
me. 

B a PART 
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PART the First. 

On the IniiiCiiiQn of the Greek Tragedy in the iTAtiAU 
mid Fike'^ch Operas. 


Ai One of your mofi celebrated authors tells us^ that 
ages fince the golden period In Athens, trageclyg de- 
and i fertecl and forfaken, v/anders about from country to 
tion country in fearch of fome kind friend, that will affift and 
have reftore her to her former honours, but has as yet found 
none: if he means by this, that no nation amongfl 
^ the moderns has theatres where the choruffes are al*» 
inofi always on the ftage^ finglng ftrophes, antiftro** 

■ ^ phes, and epodes, accompany’d with ferious dances ; 
that we do not fet our actors upon flilts, or cover 
^ their faces with malks that exprefs joy on one 
lifide and grief on the other: if he means that the deck- 
niation of your tragedies is not noted and accompany^ 

/ with inftruments, he k certainly in the right, I 
don't know whether all this is not rather in our favor 5, 
perhaps our manner, by approaching more nearly to 
nature, is full as eligible as that of the Greeks, which 
had miich more fplendor and magnificence. 

But if he only defign'd to infinuate, that this noble 
art is not in general fg much coi^fider'd fmee the re- 

ftoratioii 
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lloration of letters as it was formerly ; that there are 
nations in Europe who have treated with ingratitude ; 
the fuccelTors of Sophocles and Euripides;- that our! 
theatres are not like thofe fuperb edifices which the ! 
Athenians were To proud of ; and that we do not take the 
fame pains as they did in repreftntntions^ which are 
become ib neceilky in large and opulent cities ; 3 ' 

cannot but intirely agree v/ith him. 

Et fapitj cl mecum facitj & Jove judicat sqiio. 

Where fliall we find any public fpeclacle at prefent 
that can give us any idea of the Greek ftage ? perhaps h 
in your tragedies^ or operas : w’hat, fay the critics , . 
an Italian opera like the theatre of Athens ! yesj the , 
Italian recitative- is txzdilj the melop^ea of the an- | 
tientSj a declamation in notes,, and accompany^ with- 
inftruments of mufic: this melopaea, which is tirefomc 
and difagreeable in your bad tragic operas, is admirable 
in tliofe few which are good. The chorufles which you 
have added of late years approach fiill nearer to the an- 
tient chorus, as the mufic in them is different from that'll 
of the recitative ; in the fame manner as the ftrophe, j- 
antiftrophe, and epode, among the Greeks, v^^ere fet to 
mufic, tho^ they differ’d from the melop^a of the 
dialogue : add to this, that in many of the tragic 
B 3 ' operas 
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operas of the famous Metaflafioj die unities of placcj^ 
timcj and acLion^ are obferv’d ; bcfides that, thofe 


pieces abound in that exprelEve poetry^ and elegance 

bell which emfeellifii nature Vvdthout over-load- 

ing her ^ a happy talent, which none of the moderns 

have poilefs’d but P.acine among'^l* us, and of all the 

J: Exigllfh writers, Addifon alone, 

I am fufficiently aware, that thefe tragedies, w^hich 

and agreeable from the mufic, and magnificence of the 

tion hTive indeed one fault which the Greeks always 

hav< a fault which has often turnM pieces finely writ-^ 

iiers other reipefts extremely regular, into 

^ monfircus and unnatural produdiions ; I mean, the fault 

of bringing into every fcene little airs and catches that 

^ interrupt the addon, merely to £bew off the quavers of 

an effeminate voice, that exerts itfelf to the utter de- 

, ftrudfion of probability and good fenfe. The excellent 

author whom I juft now mention’d, and who has taken 

^^.^vfeveral of his tragedies from French writers, has, by 

card^® force of genius, remedyM in feme meafure this. 

com; which is become as it were neceffary. The 

fpaci of his airs or fonnets embelllfii the fubjeft : they 

fplex pathos and pafiion, and fometimes not in- 

rferior to the fin eft odes of Horace ; for a proof of 
man ^ 

wliicb I fiiall beg leave to quote that very affetSting 

fden 
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fifophe fung bf Arbaces, who is fuppos'd to ha?e bee« 
falfely accufed. 


Vo folcando un mar crudele i 

Senza vele ; 

E fenza farte '• 

Freme Fonda j il del s’imbnmaj ^ .p 
Crefci il vento, e manca Farte i 
E 11 voler della fortuna I 

Son coftretto a feguitar. | 

Infelice in quello ftato, 

Son da tutti abbandonato | ^ 

Meco fola e Finnocenza ^ 

Che mi porta a naufragar* 


• ' ' ■ '*’ * ' f ’■ 

To this I will beg leave to add another fine air, fung |-r 

by the king of the Parthians, conquer’d by Adrian, 
when he endeavours to render even his defeat fubfer- | 
vient to his revenge, \ 


Sprezza il furor del vento 
Robufta quercia auvezza 
Di cento venti e cento 
L%jurie a tolerar, 

E fe par cade al fuolo 
Spiega per Fonde il volo | 
B 4 


I 

f 



E coil 


I: 

i: 



gar 

are,, 

bel! 

Hei' 

fpre. 

I 

age;, 
and 
tior 
hm 
nen' 
a gi 
pi mi 
.1 
reviv 
the !' 
the ’ . 
agei 
card' 
com; 
ipad 
{phi: 

tnaBi' 

CTrni- 

fckil' 


E con quel vento ifteflb 
Va contraftando il mar* 

There are befides thefe many others of equal merits.; 
but v/hat are the greatell beauties when out of their 
proper place ? What wou’d an Atbv-^ni:.i.n audic:ij,cc 
have faidj if Oedipus and Oreftes^ juft in the very 
minute of the difeoveryj the moftinterefting part of the 
dramaj had entertained them with quavering out a line 
air, cr repeating fimilees to Eleclra and Jocafla ! Vi e 
muft therefore after all acknowledge^ that the opera> 
fo bewitching to an Italian ear by its mufical attrac- 
tions, tho’ on the one hand it may be faid to have re- 
viv’d, has notwithftanding on the other, in eiiedi:, 
deftroy’d the true Greek tragedy. 

Our French opera deviates ftill more from the right 
point: as our melopaea differs more than yours from 
natural declamation, and is witha! more languid. It 
will not allow our feenes their proper length, but 
quires fliort dialogues and little fententious remarks, 
every one of which makes a kind of fonnet. 

Let thofe who are throughly acquainted with the 
ftate of literature in other nations, and wbofe know- 
ledge is not confined to the airs of our own ballets, 
recolledi that admirable feene in la Clemenza di Tito, 

. ^ - between 
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between Titus and his favorite^ who had confpir’d 


againft him : I mean the fcene where Titus addrefles 
Mmfelf to Seftus in thefe divine words : 


Siam fohV H tuo fovrano 

Non e prefente : apri il tuo core a Tito, 

Confida ti alF ami’co ; io tl prometto 
Qu’ AuguiElo b’oI fapra^ 

Or let them read the foHloquy that follows, where 
Titus has thefe words, words vvhich ihou’d be an eter- 
nal lelTon for kings, and the admiration of all man'" 
kind : ^ 

II torre altrui la vita 

E faculta commune 

AI pill vil della terras H-dar la e folo 

Ds’ numi, & de’ regnandh 

Thefe two fcenes, comparable to the iSinefl: which. 
Greece ever produced, if not fiiperior to them 5 thefe 
two fcenes, worthy of Corneille when he is no de- 
claimer, or of Racine when he is not film fy thefe, 
two fcenes, which are not founded on opera love, but 
on the noblelb fentiments of r::e human heart, are at 
leafl: three times as long as the longcfl: fcenes In our 
mufical tragedies’; but thcfc wou'd not be borne, on 
E 5 our ■ 
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our- Lyric theatre^ which is only fupported by maxims 
of gallantrj/j and ill painted paffionSj except the Ar« . 
mida.5 and fome fihe fcenea in Iphlgeniaj works more 
admir’d than imitated amongfi: us. 

Amongft the many faults of our operas, we have, like 
you, a number of little detach’d airs, even in the moft 
tragical parts 5 and which are more inexcufable than 
yours, becaufe they have lefs alEnky to the fufcjeci: : 
the words are generally fubmitted intirely to the com- 
pofers, who not being able to exprefs themfelves in 
the manly and vigorous terms of our language, require 
foft, vague, and effeminate words, foreign to the adiion, 
•and adapted as well as they can to little ballads, like 
thofe which at Venice are call’d Barcarole, Where, 
for inftance, is the connedtion between Thefeus, juft 
difcover’d by his father oh the point of being poifon’d 
by him, and this ridiculous fpsech ? 

^ Le plus fage 
S’enflamme k s’engage 
Sans fcavoir comment. 

But With all thefe faults I am ftillof opinion, that our 
good tragic operas, fuch as Atys, Armida, and 


i, e. The wifelt 2rien often Lll in love, and engage them- 
ielyes they knovy not how* 

. .Thefeus 


Ci3l 

Thefeus, may give us fome idea of the Greek theatre,^ 
becaufe they are fung like the antient tragedies, and ^ 
becaufe the chorus, even defedlive as it now is,, con-^ I 
lifting of tedious panegyrics on the ^ morality of love, ; 
does notwithftanding, in fome meafure,. refemble | 
Grecian chorus, by continuing on the ftage almdft 
throughout the piece. It does not indeed, amongft us,, 
always fay what it ought to fay, nor inculcate virtue j 

Et regat iratos, & amet peccare timentes 


but, upon the whole, one may venture to allert, that 
the form of our tragic operas, confidef d with regard 
to fome particulars, reminds us of the antient Greek- 
tragedy. Several learned men, who are well acquaint- 
ed' with the works of antiquity,, feem to think with me,, 
that they are at once the copy and the deftriKStion of 
the Athenian ftage 5 a copy of it, as they admit of the 
snelopasa, the cborufTes, machines, and deities, and' 
at the fame time the d'eftruction of it j as they have 
taught our young men to be fonder of found than 

^ The original is ^ anorak amour eufe* perhaps none but a 
Frenchman can rightly comprehend what Mr.V. means by this ex“ 
preffion : morality of lo'ue^ as I have literally tranfkted it, does 

not convey to us the true and precife idea: I dtouM be oblig’d to j 
any of my readers, who are conYerfantwithFi'ench opetas,: for a 
better interpretation of it, 

• • ■ 'fcnfc ? 
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fenfe ; to prefer the tickling of their ears to the .im-^ 
: provement of their minds ; the nonfenfe of fmg-fong 
to fublimity of fentiment 5 and have befides contribu- 
ted to the fuccefs of many inlipid and ill- written per- 
formances, which have been fupported by a few plea-, 
fing airs : and yet, in fpite of ail thefe faults, that in- 
chantment which arifes from a happy mixture of fine 
feenes, chorulTes, dances, lymphony, and a variety 
* of decorations, bears all before it, and fiiences even 
criticifm itfelf j Infomuch that the befi: comedy, or tra- 
gedy we have is never feen fo often by the fame peo- 
■ pie with half the pleafure as a middling opera. Beauties 
, which are regular, noble, and fevere, are feldom much 
fought after by vulgar minds. Cinna, perhaps, is play’d 
for two or three nights; and the Venetian Feflival 
fliall run three months : a licentious epigram has more 
readers than an epic poem, and a little. romance fhall 
meet with more admirers than Thuanus’s hillory. Our 
nobility very feldom employ good painters, and at the 
fame time will quarrel about the diftorted figures, and 
brittle ornaments from China. We gild and varnilli 
cabinets, yet negledl: tr^e architedlure: in fliort, real 
f merit is overlook’d in almoft every art and fcience, in 
; favour of agreeable trifles* 

" PART^- 
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PART the Second- 

French and Greek tragedy compared. 

Happily for us, true tragedy appear’d before any of our 
operas, which might haveftifled andfupprefsM it. Mairet 
was the firll writer, who, in a tragedy imitated from 
tlieSophoiiiibaofTriifino, introduc’d the three unities- 
which you had taken from the Greeks. By degrees 
our ftage became more and more refined, and thook 
oiF that indecency and barbarifm which diigraced fo 
many others about this period, and fery’d at the fame 
timefor an excufe to thofe whofe unenlightened feverity 
of manners banifli’d all public reprefentationsf , 

Our a<£tors did not indeed appear like thofe of Athens? 
lifted up on cothurni, which were abfolute flilts, nor 
were their faces hid under enprmous mafics with brafs 
pipes to them, to increafe the found of the voice, and 
make it more fonorous and terrible : neither had we ’ 
the meiopsea of the Greeks, nor any thing befides a 
fimple harmonious declamation, the fame which you 
had for fome time practis’d. In iliort, our tragedies 
were a defer imitation of nature : we fubfiituted hif* 
tory in the room of Greek fables j politicks, ambition, 
love and jealoufy took their turns to animate the fcenc ^ 
whilft Aiiguftus, Ciiina, Gaefar and Cornelia, names' 

. ■ - far" 
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far more refpe£l:able than the fabulous heroes of anti- 
quity, often made their appearance on our ftage^ and 
fpoke as they wou’d have done in antient Rome* 

I fhall not pretend to aflert, that the French theatre 
was in all refpedls fuperior to the Greeks and ought to 
bury it in oblivion : Inventors have always held the 
firfl: place in the memories, of men ;• but whatever re- 
fpedl we may have for the geniufles of former ageSj it 
does not prevent our often receiving much more plea- 
fare from thofe who fucceeded them.. We admire 
Horner^ but we readTalTos and find in him a variety of 
beauties which Homer was a ftranger to. We admire 
Sophocles alfo, and yet how many of our good tra- 
gic writers have mafter-ftrokes which, if Sophocles had" 
liv’d after them, he wou’d have been proud to imitate. 
The Greeks wou’d have learn’d from many of our ex- 
cellent moderns to unravel their plots more naturally,, 
and to link their fcenes together in that artful,, though, 
imperceptible manner, fo as never to leave the ftage. 
empty, and to makethe aiStors go in and out with fome 
reafon for fo doing. — la this the antients are frequent- 
ly deficient ; and in this Triifino. has unfortunately 
imitated them. 

I am fatisfy’d, for example, that Sophocles and 
Euripidea wou’d have confider’d the firft fcene of Ba- 

jazet 
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jazet as a fchool of inftruSion, where an old general^ 
by the queftions which he afks, informs us^ that He is 
meditating foiiie grand entcrprife. 

But what did our braye janrilaFies ? they 
Pay homage to their fultan, think’fl: thou, Ofmynv 
. It is fiilcere, Jcjnow’ft thou the hearts of men, 

Or can^ft thou read their fecret purpofes ? 

And a moment after^ 

Think’fl: thou with rapture they wouM follow 
And hearken to their yifier’s voice again ? 

They wou’d have admir’d the artful method which this 
confpirator takes in the difcovery of his fchemes, and 
the account which he gives of his adiibns ; a merit 
which was unknown to the antient writers. That 
mixture of the paflions ; that contraft of oppofite fen- 
timents ; thofe animated dialogues between rivals of 
both fexes ; thofe quarrels, reciprocal threats and com-^ 
plaints 5 thofe interefting difputes where every thing' 
is laid that ought to befaid 5 with all thofe various in- 
cidents that are fo well manag’d by modern writers3, 
wou’d have aftonifli’d them. They might perhaps have 
found fault with Hypolitus. for being fo ridiculoufly in 
love With Aricia, or with his governor for giving him 
ledures in gallantry, when he fays, 

Where 
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Where wou’dft thou thyfelf have beeHj, 
'Iffiill, likethee^ thy mother had refus’d. 

With mutual love, to anfwer Thefeus’ vows ? 

Words taken from Pafior Fido, and much fitter for a 
fiiepherd than the governor of a prince : but the fame 
iilufirious criticks wouM be fcuck with admiration at 
hearing Phaedra cry out^ 

Who wou’d have e’er believ’d it,, my Oenone-^, 

I have a rival : yes, Hippolitus, 

Whofe favage and unconquerable heart 
Was ne’er by pity orafFetlion mov’d,. 

This tyrantloves, this, conqu’ror is fubdued'. 

The defpair of Phsedra on the difeovery of her rival i’a 
furely infinitely preferable to the tedious and ill -plac’d 
fatire on learned women,, which Euripides has put in 
the mouth of his Hypofitus, who degenerates from the 
hero into a low comic chara 61 er . The Greeks wou’d,. 
above all, have been, aftonifliy at thofe ftrokes of the: 
true fublime which abound in our modern writers ; how 
wou’d they have been charm’d with this ; 

‘ What coil’d he do, my lord, when three oppos’d him ? 
He might have dy’d. 

Or the anfwer, ftill perhaps more beautiful and affec- 
ting, which" Hermione makes .Orefles|. when, after' 

having 
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having infiftccl on hIs murthering Pyrrhus^ file findji 
iierfelf unfortunately obey'd, and crys out, 

V/hat had he done, and wherefore did'ft thou flay 
hidi f ", 

What righi? had'fi Aqu f w!io.badg , 
QREMTMB,. 

O ye gods !. 

DM not Herinio.ne Iierfelf command me f 
HEKMIONB. 

And lliou’d thou have believ'd a frantic lover ? 

Indulge me in, one more quotation roni Csefar's fpeech,' 
when they prefent him with th'-:;. 'u;ri inclojing the 
aflies of Pompey. . 

Ye facred reliques of a demi-god, 

Whofe noble deeds and ever-honour’d name. 

All conqueror as I am, I fcarce can equaL 

The Greeks, mj lord, have beauties of another 
kind, but I appeal to you whether they have any that 
refemblc thefe. 

I will even go farther, and venture to aflert that 
the antients, who were fo paffionately fend of liberty, 
and have fo often faid that there could be no dignity 
of fentiment but in a common- wealth, might learn to 
' '■ “■ ipeak 
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fpeak with energy, even on liberty itfelfj from Tome of 
our tragedies which were written in the bofom of 
monarchy. 

The moderns have moreover fucceeded oftener than 
the antients in fubjeSs of pure invention. We had 
many performancea of that kind in the time of cardi- 
nal Richlieu : it was indeed bis peculiar tafte, as well 
as that of the Spaniards ; he was fond of forming plots 
and characters, and afterwards giving names to the 
perfons of the drama, as we do in comedy : and in 
this he frequently amus’d himfelf, as an agreeable re- 
lief from the fatigue of public bufinefs. The Vin- 
ceflaus of Rotrou is intirely in this tafte, and all the 
fiory fabulous ; the author wanted to paint a young 

man of violent palEons, with a mixture of good and 
P' 

bad qualities ; a father tender and weak : in fome part 
of the performance he has fucceeded. Heraclius and 
the Cid, tafcenfrom theSpanilh, are both of them invent- 
ed ftories: there was indeed an emperor call’d Heraclius, 
and a Spaniflx captain who had the name of Cid ^ but 
fcarce one of the adventures v/hich the authors of the tra- 
gediesattributetothemeverreallyhappen’da InZara and 
Alzira (if I may take the liberty to mention them, and 
which I only dobecaufe theyare well known, and therefore 

may ferve better for examples) every thing is feign’d-^ 

even 
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tlie names, I cannot imagine after this^ how father 
Briimoy cou’d fay^ in his account of the Greek theatrCj 
that tragedy will not admit of feign'd fubjefts, and that 
this liberty was never taken at Athens. He then fets 
himfelf to work to find out a reafon for a thing which 
- never v/as or cou'd be. , ^ The reafon^ fays he, I be-* 
^ lieve may be found, in the nature of the human foul s 
« nothing can move it but probability ; now it is not 
® probable that fadls fo noble as thofe which muft be 
^ the fubjedi of tragedy ihou’d be abfolutely unknown : 
^ if therefore the poet invents the whole fubjedt, even 
^ to the very names, the fpediator is {hock’d 5. every 
* thing appears incredible to him ) and the piece can 
^ never have its proper eiFedt for want of probability,® 
Firft, I ftiall beg leave to obferve, it is falfe that the 
Greeks did not admit this fpecies of tragedy, for Arifto- 
' tie exprefsly mentions Agatho as a writer celebrated for 
it I and, fecondly, it is equally falfe that thele fubjedls 
never fucceed 5 experience decides againft Brumoy in 
this particular : in the third place, the reafon which, 
be gives for the poor effedi which this kind of tragedy, 
muft have is no lefs abfurd, } he muft have little know- 
ledge of the human heart, who thinks it cannot b© 
nWd byfidlion; in the fourth place, a fubjedi of pure 
hwmtion, and a true fubjedf not known, are abfolutely 

the 
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the fame thing to the fpefetor^ and as our ilage takes 
in fubjed- s from every age and nation, a fpefiator mufl: 
turn over all the books that ever were written before he 
can poiKbly know whether what he fees reprek!itedbe 
fable or hlftory j but he will certainly .never take that 
trouble ; if the piece is moving aiid pathetic^ he will 
naturally be aftecbed by it j and when he fees Pclycu( 51 :e 
will never think of faying^ I do not remember to have 
heard talk of Paiilinus and SeveruSj fuch people as thefe 
ought not to move or z&St me I 
Bruinoy IhouM only have obferv’dj that pieces ‘of 
this kind are more difficult to write than any others* 
The character of Phaedra was already in Euripides : her 
declaration of love in Seneca the tragedian : all the 
feene between Auguftus and Cinna in Seneca the philo* 
fopher : but Severus and Paulihus muft be die produdi 
of the authoPs own brain* But if father Brumoy is 
miftaken with regard to this^ and a few other parti*- 
culars, his book is notwithftanding upon the whole 
one of the beft and moft ufeful performances w^e have h 
and though I find fault with his errors^ I have at the 
fame time the bigheft efteem for his tafte and erudi- 
tion* 


[asl 

..To retam therefore to the fubjcfc in hand, I once more 
aflert, that it wou’d be want' of feeling and judgment 
not to acknowledge that .the French ftage is infinitely 
fuperior to the Greek, in the artful condudl: of its plots, 
in invention, and beauties of didion and fentiment 
without number : but, at the fame time, it wou’d be 
the heiglith of partiality and injuftice not to conlbfs, 
that love and gallantry have almofl: ruin'd our ftage, 
and depriv’d us of almoft every advantage. 

It cannot be denied, that, amongft four hundred 
tragedies which have been exhibited on our ftage, fince 
the time when it began to fiouriili, there are fcarce 
more than ten or twelve which are not founded on 
fome love intrigue, which is certainly much fitter for 
comedy: the piece indeed is generally the fame, the 
plot form’d by jeaioufy and a rupture, and ended in a 
marriage : one continued fcene of coquettry, in fhort a 
down right comedy, wherein princes afl: the principal 
parts, and a little blood is flaed for form’s fake. The 
greater part of thefe pieces were fo very like comedies, 
that the adiors began at laft to recite them in the fame 
tone as they did what we call high or ferious comedy,^ 
which contributed in a great meafure to degrade trnge« 
dy, all the pomp and magnificence of declamation be- , 
ing intirely forgot. The player^ piqued thcmfelvcs on 

the 
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&e merit of fpeaking verfe exactly in the fame'manni^r 
as profc, without confidering that a language above 
the ordinary language ought to be repeated in a ^ tone 
above the vulgar and familiar tone : and if foriie aSors 
had not happily correfled this fault, our tragedy wou’d 
foon have dwindled into a heap of difcourfes on love 
and gallantry, repeated without force or fpirit, in a 
cold and lifclefs manner: as a proof of this, it is not 
long fince, amongft every company of players, the 
principal parts in tragedy were known only by the names 
of the gentleman lover, and the lady lover. If a ftran-- 
ger had a&"d at Athens which was their beft a£tor of 
the lover in Iphigenia, Hecuba, the Heraclides, 
Oedipus, orElcdra, they wou’d not even have under- 
ftood what he meant by fuch a queftion. 

The French ftage has indeed of late years endeavour’d 
to wafli off this ftain by fome tragedies, wherein love 
is reprefented as a furious and terrible palHon, worthy 
of the theatre ; and by fome others, where even the 
name of love is not fo much as mentioned : never did 

^’'Notwithflanding whatMr.Voltaire has here advanced in favour 
cFhis n-agedy tone, it is extremely difgiiftful to an engiidi ear 5 
nor can indeed any good reafon be given, why heroes and heroines 
ikou'd not talk like other people: but mouthing, ranting, and 
whining, were for a longtime as fafhionable on our own, as they 
can poilibly be on the French ftage, till nature and Garrick united 
to convince us of our error, and lead us into a better method. 

love 
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love eaufe fo many tears to as nature hath ; the 
heart is generally but (lightly touch'd by the complaints 
of a lover, but it is deeply aftedled by the melancholy 
fituatlon of a mother on the point of loiing her fon : 
certainly it was only in compliment to his friend that 
Defpreaux faid, 

^ Love finely painted by the poet’s ait. 

Opens the fureft paiTage to the heart. 

The path of nature is a thoufand times more fure, as 
well as more noble. The fineft iirokes in Iphigenia 
are thofe where Clytemnaeftra defends her daughter, 
and not thofe where Achilles defends his miftrefs. 

In Semiramis, the defign was to have exhibited a 
j[]>e5:acle even more affecting than that in Merope, 
with all the pomp of the antient Greek theatre. It 
wou'd be a melancholy confideration to reile( 9 :, that 
after our great mailers had furpafs’d the undents 
in almoU every part of tragedy, we /hon'd fall ihort of 
them in our reprefentations of it 3 but on our ffage,. 
one of the greatefl: obftacles to any grand and pathetic 
adlion is, the number of fpeSators, that croud in with 


^ De r rmour la fenfible pxmtiire 

Eft: poi.r aller au cse’ur la route la plus lurs. 

§ec Boileau's Art Poetiqug* 
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the aciors ; an indeGeiicy which causM remarkable Con- 
fufion on the iirft night of Semiramis. Thefirfl: atfirefs 
from London was prefent at the reprefentation^ and was 
aftonifh’d : flie cou’d not conceive how^ any people in 
the world couM be fuch enemies to their own pleafiiresj 
as to fpoil a fight which they might have enjoy’d. 
This abufe was corrected the enfuing nights^ during 
the run of Semiramis, and might eafily be inti rely put a 
flop to. We may think flightly of it if wepleafe, but 
an inconvenience like this is fuiEcient to deprive us of a 
number of excellent produdiions, which I make no 
doubt wou'd have appearM if we had kept our flaga 
free, proper for atSion, and fuch as it is in all other 
parts of Europe. 

: But this is moft certainly not the only evil w^hich 
calls fora remedy amongft us ; I cannot fuificiently ex- 
prefs my aftonifliment and concern at the little care 
wdiich we take in France to make our theatres worthy 
of the excellent performances reprefeiited- in them, and 
of the nation which encourages them : furely Cinna 
and Athaliah deferve a better place than a tennis-court, 
Vv^ith a few vile decorations at top, in a bad tafle, and 
where the fpedlators are placed withoutany order or 
decorum 5 fome upon the ftage itfelf, others below in 
what they call the parterre, where they are crouded 

and 
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prefs'd together in the moft iiidecent hiantieiv 
thr,G?/ing themfelves fomedmes one upon another, 
ff there was an jnfarrefiion of the populace : whilft as 
far north as w'e can w’‘el-I travel, our dramatic works 
are exhibited 121 theatres,^ thoufand times more mng- 
^nificent, and with much more decencv aiid (kconini. 

Bat above all, how^ far do we fall fhcrt of that gocd 
Tenfe and fine taile, wfiiii regard to every thh:g of this 
kind, which reigns throughout Italy ! It reSecis 
'fcame and dilgrace r.pon us to fuifer tliefe reliqucs of 
barbarifm to remain in a city fa. large, fo well -peopled, 
forich, rnidfo polifii’d as Paris is | whilft, ,at the fame 
Jinie, a tenth .part of wdiat v/e expend every day in 
trifles, as coMj as they are ufelefi:, might enable 'us 
'to rrdfe public' rnonirment? of every kind that wouki 
render it asinacrnificen't as It is populous, and one dav ' 
■perhaps place it cn a level with Rome which Is' 

‘our iBodei in every thing. This was one of. the great 
defigms of the immortal Colbert. I flatter iiiyfelf you; 
will pardon this digrcilion, and attribute it to the love 
I bear- to the arts and to my country. I am not with* 
out hopes, that one day or other our magifirates may 
be iiifpir’d with the noble ambition. of imitating the , ' 
kiagiilrates of Athens, Rome, and modern Italy, 

;¥or. IR . G ■-A'' 


J s'::'- 

bt;,' 

! 

i ' 

4 sg/. 

: ; 

: ha;.:''/ 

; n^:' 

' ^ ^ 

; 

* 

i re]'.^: 

■ thi;,:'., 

^ 

: '. agfv; 

. 

; !' ; 

;■■ COi 

'iplr- 

‘ cai-.: ^ 


[ 28 3 

A theatre, built according to the befl: antient rules, j 
fliou’d be very extenlive ; fhou^ reprefent a part of | 
fome public place, the periftyle of a palace, or the | 
entrance to a temple ; and fhou’d be fo contrived, that 
one perfon of the drama, though feen by the fpeSators, 
might not be feen by the other adlors, if at any time 
there lliou^d be an occafion for concealing him : it 
fhou’d be made fo as to deceive the eyCy which is the 
iirft thing to be conliderM : it fliou’d be capable of ex- 
hibiting the greateft pomp and fplendor imaginable : 
every fpediator fhou’d fee and hear equally well in j 
whatever part he w'as feated. But how can this be j 
ever expected upon a narrow flage, in the midft of a j 
croud of young fellows, who will fcarce leave the 
adders ten foot fpace ? Hence it arifes, that moft of our 
plays are nothing but long difeourfes ; all theatrical 
action is loft, or if praftis’d, appears ridiculous. This 
abufe remains, like many others, becaufe it is efta- 
bliiliy j and for the fame reafon that we do not pull 
©ur houfes down, though we know them to be badly 
built. A public nufance is feldom remov'd but at the 
laft extremity. When I fpeak of theatrical a-flion, I 
mean drels, ceremony, allemblies of the people, in- 
cidents and events neceflary to the piece 5 and not any 
of thofe fliews frequently exhibited, rather chiidifh 

than 
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than grand, the refources of art to fupply the deficient' 
cles of the poet, and amufe the eye when they are in- 
capable of charming the ear, or moving the heart, I 
faw a play at London, wherein was reprefented the 
coronation of a king of England with all the exadtnefs 
imaginable : a knight, arm'd at all points, enter'd on 
horfeback upon the ftage. I have often heard peo- 
ple telling ftrangers, O [ the charming opera that we 
have been at, we faw above two hundred guards upon 
the full gallop. Thefe gentlemen had no idea, thcii; 
four good verfes in a piece w^re better than a troop of 
horfe. At Paris we have a company of firolicrs, Vvdio 
feldom having any thing of real merit to reprefcnt, 
entertain us with fire- works : but, many years ago, 
Ploi'ace, v/ho had perhaps more tafte than any of the 
antieiits, finely ridiculed all thofe fooleries that be^ 
witch'd the vulgar. 

E/Teda feffinant, pllenta, petorrita, naves; 

CaptioLim portatur ebur, captiva Corinthus, 

Si foret in terns, rideret Democritus ; 

Spe(3:aret populum ludis attentius ipfis. 


t... 
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PART the Third, 

0;z S E M I R A M I S. 

You will perceive, my lord, from the foregciiia. 
obfervations , that it was a pretty bold undertaking to 
reprefent Semiramis afiembling the fevera! orders 
of the ftate, and declariaig to them her intended 
marriage 5 the ghoft of Ninus, - coming out of the 
tomb to prevent the inceft, and revenge his own death ; 
Semiramis entering the maufoijeum, and returning 
from it, wounded by her fon, and juft expiring. There 
was reafon to fear that a fpedlacle of this kind wou’d 
be difagreeable to many 5 and in effedt fo it was ; for 
three parts of thofe who frequent the theatre, and 
were ufed to amorous elegies, combined together 
againft this new fpecies of tragedy. We are told that 
formerly, in a city of antient Greece, rewards were 
propofed for thofe who cou'd invent any new pleafure : 
the diredl: contrary happen’d with regard to Semiramis* 
Whatever eiTorts were made, notwithftanding, to 
fupprefs this fpecies of the drama, which has in k all 
the terror of true tragedy, they cou’d not fucceed : it 
was eccho’d on every fide, both in writing and con» 
verfatioii, that apparitions were childifla things to be 

produced 
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produced before a refined and fenfible people. But 
why fo ? did not all antiquity believe in them, and fhali 
we not conform to antiquity ! Has not our religion it- 
felf given a fandtion to thefe extraordinary ffrokes of 
providence ? , and is it notwithftanding ridiculous and 
abfurd to repeat them ? 

The Roman phiiofophers had no faith in ghofls in 
the time of the emperors^ and yet young 
raifes one in the Pharfalia* The ExngliOi lia’/e cer- 
tainly no more belief iai fpirits than die .Romans had? 
and yet they fee everyday with pleafurej in the tra- 
gedy of Hamlet,, the ghoil cf a king? who appear ,s 
nearly the fame as the apparition cf Ninas did at 
Paris* . I am at the fame time far iToni juftlfyng the 
tragedy of Hamlet in every reipe<51: ^ it is a grofs and 
barbarous piece, and Vv'oif d never be borne by the 
loweft of the rabble in France or Italy, l-lamlet-runs, 
mad in the fecond acl:, and his miltrefs in the third j ■ 
the prince kills, the father of hh miflrcfs and fancies' 

, C 3 ■ '' he- 


* The original is * croyant tuer iin and a little before we 
are toid that Hamlet ‘ deyient fou aiifbcooi afi'c’* nnis mad in the 
fecond a£l. Mr. Voltaire, as is evident trom the whole which he 
has here advanc’d, ieems, at the time when he wrote this, to 
have been very little licqiimnted with Hamlet, who, we al 1 know, i. 
did neither run mad, nor take Folonhis for a rat: but, as 
Shakelpear takes eaxe to inform us, when the wind iat fab, 

knew 
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he his. killing a rat; and the heroine of the play 
throws herfelf into the river. They dig her grave upon 
the ftage, and the grave-diggers, holding the dead- 
men’s fculis in their hands, talk nonfenfe worthy of 
them. Ilanilet anfv/ers their abominable ftuif by fomc 
whirnliej not lefs difgurtful : during this time one 
the aiSlors makes the conquelt of Fologne* Hamlet, 

his mother, and father in-law, drink together upon 

' 1 

the ftage : they fing at table, quarrel, beat and kil 
i one another : one vvou’d think the whole piece was 
the produdl: of the imagination of a drunken favage : and 
yet, amongil: all thefe grofs irregularities, which make 
' the Englifli theatre even at this day fo abfurd and bar- 
barous, we find in Hamlet, which is ftill more Arrange 
and unaccountable, fome fublime ftrokes worthy of 
the greateft genius. It feems as if nature took plea- 

a fure to unite in the head of Shakefpear all that we can 
.imagine great and forcible, together with all that the 
J grolTeft dullnefs cou’d produce of every thing that is 
. moft low and deteftable. 


knew a hawk from a hem-niaw. But Mi*. V. like other great 
GeniuiTeSj is fometimes a little too apt to take things upon trult, 
and judge haftily he wou'd not otherwife fo rafniy, and fo fre- 
quently, condemn die inimitable Shakeipsax'. 


It 
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It muft be acknowledg’d, that, amongft the beau- 

ties that fiiirxe forth in the midft of all thefe horrid 
extra vaganclesj the ghoft of Ham let’s father is one of 
the moll Unking : it has always a llrong efFefl: on the 
Englilh, I mean on thofe who are the bell judges^ and 
are moll hurt by the irregularity of their old theatre. 
This ghoft mfpires more terror, even in the reading, 
than the apparition of Darius in the Perfians of xTfchy- 
lus: and why does it? becaufe Darius, in jEfchyluS;, 
only appears to foi'etell the misfortunes of his family ; 
whereas, in Shakefpear, the ghoft of Hamlet appears 
to demand vengeance, and to reveal fecret crimes. 
It is neither ufeleis, nor brought in by force, but 
ferves to convince mankind, that there is an invifible 
power, the mafter of nature. All men have a fenfe 
of juftice imprinted on their hearts, and naturally- 
wilh that heaven wou’d intereft itfelf in the caufe of 
innocence : in every age therefore, and in every na-* 
tion, they will behold with pleafure, the fupreme 
being engag’d in the punilhment of crimes which 
cou’d not come within the reach of human laws : 
this is a confolation to the weak, and a reftraint on 
the infolence and obfiinacy of the powerful. 

O A 
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Will oft difpcnd its own eternal laws 
V/hen juftice calls, rcverllng death^S' tlerree, 

Thus to chafihe the ihv’reigns of the 
And terrify mankind-*-* — - 

Thus Semiramis fpeaks to the high prleft of Babj Io% 
and thus the fuccefibr of Samuel might have ipeke 
to SauJ^ when the ghoft of Samuel came to tell him 
of his condemnation. 

I will go ftill further, and venture to affirm, when 
an extraordinary circumflance of this kind is men- 
tioned in the beginning of a tragedy, when it is pro- 
perly prepar’d, when things are fo fituated as to ren-* 
der it neceffary, and even look’d for and defir’d 
the fpedlators ^ it ought then to be confider’d 
perfebi:ly natural : it is at the fame time fufficiently 
obvious, that thefe bold ftrokes arc not to be too 
often repeated./ 

Nec Deus interfit nil! digniis vindice nodus« 

1 mofl: certainly wcu’d not, in imitation of Euri« 
pides, make Diana defeend at the end of the tragedy 
of Phaedra, nor Minerva in the Iphigenia in Taurisj 


nor 
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HOT wbu^ci Ij,as Shakefpear lias doncj bring in .the 
evil genius of Brutus appearing to him in his tcn.tr 
I wou’d never make- ufe of fuch refources but when 
they cou’d raife terror, and at the flimc time carry on 
the biifinefs of' the play* I cou'd wife, moreov^er, that 
the intervention of thefe fupernatura! beings iliou'B not 
appear abfolutely neccfiary : with regard to tins Z 
miiffc explain myfelf : if the plot of a tragedy is fa 
intricate and perplex’d, that we can no vray dlfen- 
tangle ourfelves but by the help of a prodigy, the 
ipedbator perceives the diftrefs the poet is in, and con., 
fequently the weaknefs of his refource : he only fees 
a writer who has made a falfe ftep, and is put to his 
fliifts to recover himfelf: the more aftonifhing it is,, 
the more the defign appears. 

Quodcunque oftendis mini jfic, irxredulus odL 

. But I will fuppofe the author of a tragedy h:ul It 
principally in view to inform mankind,, that God 
fometimes puniflies extraordinary crimes by extraor- 
dinary means ; Bwili fuppofe that his piece v/as /o 
artfully condudied,. that the fpe&tor every moment 
expoiSlied the ghofi: of an aiiafmatcJ king deniaxiduig 
vengeance, . though the appearance was by no means 

-C, 5 neccffary 
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neceflaiy to the clearing up an embarrafs^d plot. I 
fay, that thus circumftanced, a prodigy of this kindg^ 

1 1 fuppofing it to be well manag’d, wou’d have a great 
t effedl, in any language, age, or country whatever* 

. Such is, pretty nearly, the condudl of Semiramis, 
'ii (thofe beauties excepted with which it was not in my 
power to adorn it) from the very firft fcene we per- 
ceive that every thing muft be done by the inter- 
vention of divine power ^ and, from adt to a<3, every 
thing turns on this particular notion. ’Tis an aveng- 
‘i: ing God who infpires Semiraniis with that remorfe 

which file wou’d never have felt in her profperity, 

1 if the voice of Ninus himfelf had not terrify’d her 
in the midfl: of all her triumphs : the fame God, by 
that remorfe which he had infpir’d, prepares the way 
;! for her puniQiment ; and hence arifes the whole in- 
' ftrudlive moral of the piece. The defign of. the an- 
tient tragedies was generally to eftablifli fome great 
maxim or fublime truth : thus Sophocles finiihes his 
I Oedipus with obferving, that no man can be called 
happy before his death 5 and in Semiraniis the moral 
is contain’d in thefe verfes ; 

There are crimes 

Offended heaven never will forgive. 

A maxim 
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A maxim much more important than that of So- 
phocles; but what inftruchon, the reader perhaps 
may objedl:^ can arife to the generality of mankind 
from a crime fo uncommon, and a punifliment ftill 
more extraordinary ! I acknowledge, that the cata- 
ftrophe of Semiramis cannot often occur, but what 
happens every day may be met with in the laft verfes 
of this piece | 

remember that our fecret crimes. 

Are witnefs’d by the gods- — • 

There are few families on earth where this may not 
be fometimes apply’d : with regard to particulars of 
this kind, tragical futyedls, that are ever fo much 
above the fortunes of common people, have a real 
refpedl to and conne&ion with tlie manners of all 
mankind. 

I might indeed apply to Semiramis, the moral with 
which Euripides liniihes his Alceftes, a piece where- 
in the marvellous has a much greater fliare than in 
mine, viz. that the gods employ the mofi wonderful 
and aftonifliing means in the execution of their di- 
vine decrees, and that the great events which they 
bring about, furpafs the underftandings of men. 

Becaufe,. 



H Becaufe, my lord, and only becaufe this little 
’ work of mine breaths the pureft and moft fevere mo- 
! rality, I have taken the liberty to addrefs It to your 
lordfliip^ True tragedy is the fchool of virtue, and 
j!:i the only difference between' a refined theatre, and' 
. ' books of morality is, that the inftrudlion of the former 
in adfion, that it is Mor^jinterefting, and heighth* 
en’d by the charms of an art invented to make earth 
;; and heaven happy, and which was therefore truly 
1 caird, the language of the gods. You, my lord, 
who poflefs this talent with fo many others, will, I 
doubt not, pardon me this long detail, on a fubjedt 
■ which perhaps has never yet been throughly under- 
ftopd I but which wou’d no longer be obfcure, if your 
- lord&ip wou’d deign to communicate to me thofe 
lights into antiquity, of which you have fo perfect 
, a knowledge. 
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Jiff ■*- 

: 1 , 

i dramatis persons. 

Semiramis. 

' -j Arsaces, or Ninias. 

Azema, a Princefs of the Family of Belus. 

^ I Assur, a Prince of the Family, of Belus. 

Oroes, High-Prieft. 
li Otakes, a Favourite of Semiramis* 

I;] j Mitranes, Friend of Arlaces. 

;;; i Cedar, Friend of Aflur. 

1 

: I ' Guards, Magi, Slaves, Attendants. 
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SEMIRAMI S. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 


AC T I. 

The fcene reprefents a large periftyle, at the bottom 
of which is the palace of Semirairis. Gardens 
with fine hanging terralles, rais’d above the palace : 
on the right hand the temple of the Magij and on 
the left a maufolseum adorn’d with obeliflcs* 

S C E N E L 

ARSACES, MITRANES. 

Two ilaves at a diftance carrying a coifer. 

ARSACES. 

O NCE more, Mitranes, thou behold’ft thy 
friend. 

Who, in obedience to the royal mandate 
In fecret fent, revifits Babylon, 

The feat of empire t how Semiramis 

Imprints 
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Imgrints Ae mage of her own great foul 
On objeia ! thefe ftupendous^ piles, 

Thefe deep enclofures,. where Euphrates pours 

His tributary waves ; the temple’s pride. 

The hanging gardens, and the fplendid tomb 
Of Ninus, wond’rous monuments of art ! 

And only lefs to be. admir’d than her 
Who rais’d' them ! here,, in all her. fplendid pomp. 
More honour’d than the monarchs of the Eaft,, 
Arfaces feall behold this glorious queen. 


MITRANES. 

O my Arfaces, credit not the voice 
Of Fame, fhe is deceitful oft,-, and vam ; 
Perhaps hereafter thou- may’ft weep with me,. 
And admiration on. a nearer View- 


May turnto pity. 


AFSACES.. 


. Wherefore? 


MITRANES.. 

Sunk in grief, 

Semirarois hath fpred o’er ev’ry heart 

The fprrows which Ihe feels 5 fometimes fhe raves,. 

Filling the air with her diftrefsful cries, 

As if fome vengeful God purfued her j fits 
Silent and fad within thefe lonely vaults. 

Sacred 
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'Sacred to nighty to forrow,' and to deatli. 
Which mortals dare not enters where the afhes. 
Of Ninusj our late honour’d fov’reigiij lie : 
There will llie oft fall on her knees and weep i 
With flow and fearful Heps flie glides along^ 
And beats her breaft beiprinkled with her tears j 
Oft as (he treads her folitary rounds 
Will iiie repeat the names of fon and hufband^, 
And call on heav’iij which in i-ts anger fecms 
To tli?/art her in the zenith of herglory. 

■”' , ' ARSACES. 

Whence can her forrows Sow ? 


MITRANES. 

■ Th^effea is dreadful: 
The caufe unknown. ■ ' • • 

ARSACES. 

How long hath ilie been thui^ 
Opprefs’dj Mitmnes:? 

MITRANES. 

From the very time , 

When firft her orders came to bring Arfaces^^, 


Me^ fliid’it thou I 


ARSACES. 


MI TRANE’S... 
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MITRANES* 

You, my lord : when Babylon 
Rejoicing met to celebrate thy conquefts, 

And faw the banners thy victorious arm 
Had wrefled from our vanquifli’d foes ; when firft 
Euphrates brought to our delighted ihore 
The lovely Azema, from Bel us fprung, 

Whom tlx)u had’ft fav’d from Scythian ravifhers,, 
Ev'n in that hour of triumph and fuccefs, 

Evhi in the bofom of profperity, 

The heart of majefty was piercM with griefi 
And the throne loft itsluftre. 

ARSACES. 

Azema 

Was not to blame ; flie cou’d not be the caufe 
Of forrow or diftrefs j one look from her 
Wou’d footh the wrath of gods : but fay, my friend^, 
Semiramis is ftill a fovVeign here. 

Her heart is not for ever funk in grief? 

MITRANES. 

No : when her noble mind fliakes oiF the burthen. 
Refumes its ftrength, and fhines in native luftre* 
Then we behold in her exalted foul 


PowVs 
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PowVs that excel whatever flattVy’s felf 
Hath e’er beftow’d on kings ; but when flic finks 
Beneath this dreadful malady, loofe flow 
The reins of empire, dropping from her hand ; 

Then the proud, Satrap, fiery AiTur, guides 
The helm, and makes the nations groan beneath hini.i 
The fatal fecret never yet hath reach’d 
The walls of Babylon : abroad we ftill 
Are envy’d, but, alas ! we mourn at home. 

ARSACES. 

What leflbns of inftrudlion to weak mortals, 

When happinefs is mingled thus with woe ! 

I too am wretched, thus depriv’d of him 
Whofe piercing wifdombeft cou’d give me council, 
And lead me through the mazes of a court, 

0 I have caufe to weep : without a father, 

Teft as I am to all the dang’rous paffions 
Of heedlefs youth, without a friendly guide. 

What rocks encompafs, and what flioals affright me I 

MITRANES. 

1 weep with thee the lofs of him we lov’d. 

The good old man 5 Phraates was my friend | 

Ninus efteem’d and gave to him the care 

Of Ninias his dear fon, our country’s hope : , / 


But 
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But O ! one fatal day deftroy^ them botb> 
Father aad fon : to voluntary exile 
Devoted, long he livM : his banifhment 
Was fortunate to thee> and made tiiee great: 
Clofeby his fide, in honour’s glorious field, 
Arfaces fought, and' conquer’d ■ for his country :: 
Nov/, rank’d with princes, thy exalted virtue 
Claims its reward by merit all thy own.., 

ARSACES. 

I know not what may be my portion here : 
Perhaps, diftinguilh’d on Arbazan’s plains 
With fair fuccefs, my name is not unknown 
On Oxus’ banks to great Semiramis, 

When vanquifh’d nations paid the homage ducj^ 
From her triumphant carr flie dropp’d a ray 
Of her own glory on Arfaces’ head : 

But oft the foldier,. honour’d in the field,. 

In courts neglefted lies., and Is forgotten. 

My father told me in his dying hour 
The fortune of Arfaces here depended 
Upon the common caule ^ then gave to me 
Thefe precious relicks, which from ev’ry eye 
He had preferv’d : I muft deliver them 
To the high-prieft, for he alone can judge. 
And know th^ir value I muft talk with Mm 
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& fecretj tcuchiiig my own'fatej far he 
Can befi: condu«£t me to Semiramis. 

■ ^ MITRANES. 

He feldom fees the queen : in folitude 
Obfcure he lives : his holy miniftry 
Engrofies all his care ; without ambition^ 
E'earlefs^ and void of art : is always feen 
Within the temple, never at the court : 

Never afFe& the pride of rank and title, 

Nor his tiara near the diadem 

Immodeft wears : the lefs he feeks for greatnefs^ 

The more is he admir'd, the more rever'd ; 

I have accefs to ev'ry avenue 

Of his retirement in this facred place. 

And can this moment talk to him in fecret 5 
E'er day's too fur advanc’d I’ll bring him hithefi, 

SCENE IL 

A R S A C 25 S aloile* 

Immortal gods ! for what am I referv’d ? 

Make known your will : why did ray dying fathe 
Thus fend me to the fanctuary, me 
A foldier, bred amidfl: the din of arms ? 

A lover too ? Hov/ can Arfaces ferve 

The gods of the Chaldeans i'^Ha ! what voice 
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From yonder tomb in plaintive accents firlkes 
My frighted ear, and makes my hair to ftand 
An end with horror ! Near this place IVe heard 
The fpirit ofNinus dwells — again itfhrieks— 

It fhocks my foul — Ye dark and dreary caves. 

And thou, the flaade of my illuftrious mafter, 

Thou voice ofheav’n, whatwoud’ft thou with Arfaces ? 

SCENE IIL 

AKSACES, OEOES, the liigh-prieil:, the magi attending 
him, MITRANES. 

MITRANES. 

[Speaking to Orocs» 

He’s here, my lord, and waits to give you up 
Thofe precious relicks. 

ARSACES. 

Moll: revered father. 

Permit a foldier to approach your prefence. 

Pleas’d to fulfil a fathers laft command, 

One whom you deign’d to love 5 thus at your feet. 
Obedient to his will, I here refign them, 

OROES. 

Welcome ! thou brave and noble youth ! that God 
Who governs all, and not a father’s will. 

Guided thee here ; Phraates v/as my friend ; 

Dear is his mem’ry to me 5 thou ihalt know 

Perhaps 
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perhaps hereafter how I love his fon; 

Where are the gifts he fent me ? 

ARSACES, 

[The jflaves deliver the coffer to two of the wii# 

place it on m altar. 

Here, my lord, 

OROES. 

[Opening the coffer, bowing reverentially to it^, andfeeining 
g!-eutly nlTcTted, 

Ye facred relicks ! do thefe eyes at Jeogth 
Behold you ! O I weep for joy to prefs 
Thefe monuments of woe, whilfl tears recall 
My folemn oath : Mitranes, let no ear 
Profane diJlurb our holy myftery : 

We wou’d be private f 

[The magi retire^ 
Mark this feal, Arfaces : 

^Tis that which to the laws of Ninus gave 
Their public force, and kept the world in awe t 
The letter too, which with his dying hand 
He wrote : Arfaces, view the wreath that crownfd 
His royal brows, and his victorious fword : 

The vanquiih’d Medes and Perfians felt its powr^ 

It comes at laft to vindicate its mafter. 

And to revenge him : ufelefs inffrument 

Agaiiifi 
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Agalnft bafe treach^ry^ and deftruSive paifon^ 
Whofemortal— 

AR SACKS. 

Heaven ! what fay’ii: thou ? 

' O ROE'S. 

The dread fecre't 

Hath long been hid in darkncfs from the eyes 
Of men within this fepulchre 5 the fiiade 
Of Ninus, and offended heavhi^ long time 
Have rais’d their voice in vaiuj and call’d fof ven- 
geance, 

ARS ACE'S. 

It rnufl be as thou fry’fl: : for knov/, but now-j 
Ev’n on this fpot, I heard mo.ft dreadful groans^ 
OROES. 

It was the voice of Ninus. ' 

ARSACES. 

Twice the noife 

ASfigbtcd tne. 

■ ^'O R OE S. 

T Vas he : he calls’ for vengeance^ 
AKSACESi 

He has a right to afk it : but on whom ? 

ORO ES. 


On the vile murth’rers, whofe deteJfed haiids 
Had of the beft of fov’rcigns robb’d mankind ; 

M© 



1 S E M I R A M I S. St 

No tracks are left behind of the bafe treafoii, 
f But all with him lies buryM in the tomb : 

I’ With eafe might they deceive the fans of inen^ 

' But not th’ allr-feeing eye of watchful heav’ny 

Which pierces the deep night of human faJiehood. 

I ARSACES. 

|. O 1 wouM to heaven this feeble hand had powh 
I To punifli crimes like thefe ! I know not whc-rtfore^ 
i . But when I caft my eyes towards yon tomb, , 

I New horrors rife : O might I not confult ■ 

I f That venerable th’ inhabitant 

Of thole dark maiificns r 

OI10ES. 

No ; it is forbidden ; 

An oracle fevere long fin ce denounc’d 
I' The wrath cf heavh; againf! whoe’er fhoif d 

i _ Into this vale of team., inhabited 

1 

; By death and ihc avenging gods : await 
I Withmej Arfaces, for the day of jufticc : 

I , ^ Soon will it come, and all fhall be acccinplifh’il ; 

I I can no more lequefterM from the v/oiidj 

1 T pray in lecret to onended Iieayhi, 

I Which^ as It wills^ ccmxiillons me to fpeak^ ■ 

I Or clofe my lips in filence : I have faid 

Vol.il ' D All 
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All that I dare^ and all I ought : be careful 
Leaft in thefe walls a word, or look, or gefture^ 
Betray the fecret which the god by me 
Hath trailed with thee ; for on that depends 
His glory, Afia’s welfare, and thy life. 

Approach, ye magi, hide thefe facred rclicks 
Beneath the altar. 

[The great gate of the palace opens, AlTrir appears at a 
didance, IhiTottiided with attendants and guards on every 
fide. 

Ha ! the palace opens : 

The courtiers crouding to the queen : behold 
The haughty Aflur with his fervile throng 
Of flatthers round him ! O almighty pow’r ! 

On whom dofl: thou befiow thy bounties here ? 
Omonfter! 

AES ACES. ' 

Ha! what mean’ft thou ? 

■OROES. 

Fare thee well : 

When night fhall call her fable mantle o^er 
Thefe guilty walls, Fil have more converfe v/ith theej^ 
Before the gpds : revere them my Arfaces, 

For kmws brave youth, their eyes are fix’d on thee« 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


AKSACESj MITRANES, in tbc front of the % 
A S S U R> C £ 3 AR, with attendants, on one 
ARSACES. 


His words are dreadful ; they aiTright ir.y fc::I : 
What horrid criines ! and v/hat a coint is hr re ^ 

How little known ■ oiy royal maflicr poi!bn"'A 
And Afilir, but too well I fee, fufpeSed i 
MITRANES, 

■AfTur is fprung of roya! race, and claims 
'Fhe defh'cnce due to his authority ; 

He is' the fav'rite of Semiramis, 

And diou^j without a bliifli, may’ll'- pay him hoinag 
AKSxlCES. 

Homage to him ! 

ASS'oR. 

[To Ceiii 

Ha ! do mj eyes deceive me. 

Or is Arfaces here without my order f 
Amasing infolence ! 

ARSACES, 

Wliat hnunhtineii F' A 

O 

ASSUR. 

[adv.^ndii? 

Come hklier, youth : v/hat new engagements here 
Have brought you from the camp ? 

D2 ARSACES 
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ARS ACES. 


And the queen’s orders. 

ASSUR. 


My duty. Sir, 


She did. 


Did the queen fend for you ? 
ARSACES. 

ASSUR. 


But) know you not, with her commands 
You fliou’d have aiVd for mine ? 


ARSACES. 

I know not that, 

And fnou’d have thought the honour of her crown 
Debas’d by fuch a mean fubmiflion to thee : 

My lord, you muft forgive a foidier’s roughnefs. 

We are bad courtiers : bred up in the plains 
Of Arbazan and Scythia, I have feiv’d 
Your court, but am not much acquainted with it. 
ASSUR. 

Age, time, and place, perhaps may teach you, Sir. 
What wou’d you with the queen ? for know, young 
man, 

Affur alone can lead you to her prefence. 


ARSACES. 

I come to afk my valoiu^’s beft reward^ 
The honour ftiil to ferve her. 


ASSUR. 
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ASSUR* 

Thoii want’ll nioresr- 

Prefumptiious boy! I know thy bold pretences 
To Azemaj but that thou woud’il: conceal. 

AKSACES. 

Yes : I adore that loyeh^ maid : her heart 
WouM I preftn' to empire: my rcipecl:^ 

My tend Veil love-*' 

A^SSUR. 

No more : thou know’ll not whom 
Thmi art infulting thus : what ! join the race 
Of a Sarmatian to the demi-gods 
Of Tigris and Euphrates ! mark me well : 

In pity to thy youth I wou’d adrife thee 
Ne’ei's on thy perils to Semiramis 
Impart thy infolent reqiieib ; for know» 

Rafh bavj if then ihcu’d’ft dare to violate 
The rights of AfFurj' ^vvill not pafs impunillAi. 

ARS ACES. 

ni go this iiiftant : thou hall giv’n me courage : 
llius tlireat’nings always terrify Arfaces : 

Thou haft no right, v/hate’er thy pow’r may be^ 
T’alFront a foldier'who has ferv’d his queen. 

The ftate, and thee ; perhaps my warmth offends; 

D 3 
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Buftliou art raflier thaii myfclfj to think 
That I wou'd bend beneath thy fervile yoke^ 

Or trembie. at thy powV. 

AS.SUE. 

Pcrhap-j thou niay'll :■ 
ril teach thee what a fubje^t may eKpcfi 
For iiifolence like this. 

AKSACES. 

We both may learn it, 

S C E N E V. 

S E M I R A M ! S at the further end of the iiage^ 
leaning on her women - 

OTANES, ASSUR, ARSACES, MITRANES, in the front. 

O T A N E [advancing. 

My lord, the queen at prefent wou^d be private : 

You muft retire^ and give her forrows way : 
Withdraw, ye gods, the hand of vengeance from her! 

ARSACES. 

How I lament her fate ! 

A S S U R. [To one of his attendants* 
Let us begone. 

And ftudy how webeft may turn her griefs 
To our advantage. 

[Semiraanis comes forward, and is join’d by Otanes, 

^ • OTANES. 
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OTANES. 

My royal miftrefs, be yourfelf ngain. 

And wake once more to joy and happineft. 

semirami S. 

O death ! when wilt thou come with friendh- fhacle 
To dole thefe eyes that hate the light of day ? 

Be fhut,. ye caves 5 horrible phantom, hence ? 

Strike if thou wilt, but threaten me no niorca 
Ounce ^ is Arfaces come ? 

OTANES. 

E’er morn 

Rofe on the temple^ madam, he was there » 
SEMIRAMIS. 

That dreadful voice, heav’n or hell I know not. 
Which in the dead of night fo feakes my foul. 

Told me, my forrows, when Arfaces came, 

Wou’d foon be o'er. 

OTANES. 

' Rely then on the gods. 

And let the chearful ray of hope difpel , 

This melancholy. 


* The beginning of this feene feems awkwardly conduced, 
AfTur,^ Arlaces, and Mitranes, come in only to go out again ,; 
it woiiM, I think, have commenc'’d much more properly with this 
ipeech, of Otanes. 

D 4 
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SE.MIRAMIS, 


Is Ariaces here ? 

Methinks, when I but hear his namcj my foul 
Is lets diilurb’d, and guilt ills lighter on me ! 


I if:- OTANSS. 

O ! quit, for ever quit the fod remcrnbnnce : 

'j| jjk Let the bright days of great Serraramls, 

” I Replete with glory, blot one moment oat 

'■'T ■ ' 

i That broke the chain of thy ilLfoted nuptials : 

‘ Had Ninas (Iriv’n thee from his throne and bed, 
I-;. .‘Aill Babylon with thee had been deflroyM 5 
’ But happily for as, and for mankind, 

, ' That wanted fuch difl-ingufh’d virtues, you 
' ' Prevented him 5 and fifteen years of toil, 

* Spent in the fervice of thy country, lands 
bi' Defart and wafte made fertile by' thy care, 
j y ' The favage tamed, and yielding to the laws, 

^ The ufeful arts, obedient to thy voice, 

. ^fM^Uprifmg ftill, the glorious monuments 

3 f wealth andpow’r, the wonder of mankind, 

4 '' ' 

And the loud plaudit of a grateful people, 

■« 

All plead thy caufe before the throne of heavhi | 
sfj j But if impartial juftice hold the fcale. 

If vengeance is requir’d for Ninus’ death, 
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Why thus fliou’cl Aflur brave the angry goJs» 

And live in peace ? He was more guilty far 
Than thou wert^ yet the ruthlefs hand that pour’d 
ITe fatal draught ne’er fiiakes with fear : he feels 
No flings of confcienccj no remorfe affrights him* 

' SEMIHAMIS. 

Our duties diff’rent, diffhent is our fate: 

Where ties are facred, crimes are heavier far : 

I was his wifcj Otanes, and I Hand 
Without excufe , my confcience is my judge 
And my accufer : but I hoped the gods. 

Offended at my crimes, had punifli’d me 
Enough, v/hen they depriv’d me of my child ; 

Hoped my luccefsfui toils,^ that made the earth 
Refpedl my name, had footh’d the wrath of heav’n : 
But months on months havepafs’d in agony 
Since this dire fpedlre hath appall’d my foul : 

My eyes for ever fee him, and my ears 
Still hear Ills cries ; I get me to the tomb,. 

But dare not enter : trembling: I revere 
His afhes, and invoke his honour’d fhade. 

Which only anfwersme in difmal groans. 

Some dread event is nigh : perhaps the time. 

Is come to expiate the offence* 

D 5 ' OTANES.^ 
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OTANES. 

But think^ft thou 
The fpirit of thy lord hath left indeed 
The manfions of the dead, and ftalks abroad ?' 
Ofttimes the foulj by powerful fancy led^ 

Starts at a phantom of its own creation 5 
Still it beholds the objects it has made, 

And evhy thing we fear is prefent to us* 
SEMIRAMIS. 

0 no ! it was not the wild dream of fancy 
By Humber wrought, I faw him but too well : 
l^he firanger lleep had long ^vithheld from me 
His fweet delufions ; watchful as I flood, 

And mufed on my unhappy fate, a voice 

Clofe to my bed, methought, cryM out, Arfaces f 
The name reviv’d me : well thou know’ft, long time 
Affur has pierc’d this heart with deadly grief : 

1 fliudder at his prefence, and the blufhes 
1'hat fliew my guilt increafe my puniOiment, 

Hate the reproachful witnefs of my lliame, 

And wifli Icou’d — but wherefore fiiou’d I add 
To crimes like mine frefh guilt ? I fought Arfaces 

puniih Affur, and the thought of him 
Awhile reliev’d me ! but in the fweet moment 
Ofconfolation, fudden flood before me 


That 
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That minifter' of deaths ' all bath’d in blood:^- 
And in his hand a falchion : fiill I fee^ 

Still hear him : comes he to defend, or piinifli ? 
^Twas at that hour Arfaces came. 

This day was fix’d by heav’n to end my forrowsg. 
But peace is yet a flranger to my foul, 

And hope is loft: in horror and defpair : 

The load of life is grown too heavy for me^ 

My throne is hateful, and my glories paft 
But add freih weight to my calamilies. 

Long time I’ve hid my forrows from the world 
And blufh’d in fecret, fearful to confiilt 
That rev’rend fage whom Babylon adores :: 

I wou’d not thus degrade the majeily 
Of fov -reign pow’r, or let Semiraniis 
Betray her fears before a mortal’s eye^ 

But I have fent to Libya’s fands In fecret 
There to. confult the oracle of Jove 
As if remov’d from man, the God of truth 
Had hid in dcfart plains his will divine, 

Alas I Otanes, that dread powr which dwells 
Within thefe lonely walls, hath long receiv’d 
My fears and adorations ; at his altars 
My gifts were offer’d, and my iiicenfe rofe ^ 

But gifts and incenfe never can ntone^ 
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For crllmes like mine : to-day I fliali receive 
Anfwers from Memphis* 

S C E N E VL 

SEMIRAMIS, OTANES, MITRANES> 
MITRANES. 

An Egyptian prieft 

Is at the palace gate, and begs admittance, 
SEMIRAMIS. 

Then will my woes be ended, or complete. 

Let us be gone, and hide from Babylon 
Her queeai’s difgraceful forrows ; let Aiiaces 
Be fent to me : foon may his prefence calm 
This ftorm of grief, and footh my troubled foul ! 

End of the First Act. 

ACT 11. SCENE L 

ARSACES, A2:EMA. 

AZEMA. 

T O. thee, Arfaces, this great empire owes 
Its IliAtc, I my liberty and life. 

When vanquilh’d Scythia, thirfting for revenge, 

From. 
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From its wild defart ruQx’d indignant forthj 
And bore down all before it when my father^, 
Opprefs’d by numbers, fell, and left me there 
A liaplefs Have 5 then, armM with thunder, thorn. 
Piercing their dark retreats, didft break my diaiiis. 
And give me anaple vengeance on my foes. 

Thou wert my great deliverer, ArfaceSy 
And in return I give thee all mj heart ; 

I will be thine, and only thine 5 but O 1 
Our fatal paiEon will deftroy us both : 

Thy generous heart, too open and fncere. 

Believ’d that gallant deeds, and fair renown 
In arms, wou’d gain thee honours in a court 
And, fearlefs of fuccefs, thou bring’fl wdth thee 
A hero’s fiercenefs and a lover’s heart. 

Afliir’s incens’d : aks ! thou doft not know him ; - 

He is too pow’rful for us j he rules all 
At Babylon; and much, I fear, abufes 
His fatal inSuence o’er Semiramis : 

He is thy great inexorable — rival. 

AKSACE.S. 

Ha! does he love thee ? 

AZEMA, 

No ; that favage mind. 

Subtle and dark, a foe to ev’ry virtue. 


Infenfible 
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Infenfible to love and ev’ry charm 
Bat thofe ambition boafts^ gouM never feel 
A real paffion for me : but he knows 
That Azema ’s defeended from the race 
Of our Affyrian kings, and foon may claim 
My right of empire here,; as next the throne ; 

And therefore means to blend his intVeft here 
With mine, and gain the feeptre for himfelf 
But if the youth whom 'Minus had decreed, 

Evhi from my infant years, to be my hufband. 

The fon of great Semiramis, and heir 
Of Babylon, were living now, and here 
WouM offer me his heart and half his empire. 

By love I fwear, and by thy precious felf, 

Ninias fliouM fue in vain, and fee me quit 
A throne with him for banifbment with thee*. 

Ev’n Scythia’s bleak inhofpitable plains 
Wou’d yield a fweet afylum to our loves 5, 

For they wou’d eccho my Arfaces’ name, 

And found his praife : thofe barren wilds, where firft 
Our pailion grew, wou’d be to me a. court. 

Nor jDbou’d I caft a thought on Babylon* 

But much I fear this fubtle ftatefman means 
To carry his refentraent further flill : 

I’ve fearch’d his foul, and know the blacknefs of it : 

Or 
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Or I miftake, or guilt fits lightly on him^ 

Already he is jealous of thy glory^ 

He fearsj and hates thee^ 

AK SACKS, 

And I hate him morcj,- 
But fear him not, fince Azema is mine : 

Keep thou thy faith, and I defpife his angen. 

At leafl: I fliare with him the royal favor : 

I faw the queen,, and her humanity 
EquaFd the pride of Afliir ; when I fell 
Proftrate before her, gently flie iipraisM me,. 
And caliy me the fupport of Babylon: 

With pride I heard the flatf ring voice of her 
Whofe name contending kings unite to honour : 
The diftance ^twixt her royal ftate and mine 
Was lefleif d foon by mildeft condefcenfion 5,. 

It touch’d, it melted me ; and, after thee. 

To me file feem’d, of all the human race, 

Moft nearly to refemble the divine. 

AZEMA. 

If Ihe protedis us, AiTur’s threats are vain; 

I heed them not, 

AK-SACES. 

Infpir’d by thee, I went, 
Fearlefs and brave, to lay before the feet 
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Of my great miftrefsj. that afpiring paflion 
Which Affur dreads, and As&ema approves | 

When lo, that very moment came a prieft 
From ^gypt with Ammonian Jove’s decree : 
Trembling flie open’d quick the awful fcroll, 

Firft fix’d her eyes on me, then fudden turn’d 
Her face afide, and wept: flood fix’d in grief 
Like one diftraught, then figh’d, and vanifli’d from 
■me. 

They tell me, file is fall’n into defpair, 

And hath of late been dreadfully purfued 
By feme avenging god : I pity her : 

’Tis wonderful, that after fifteen years, 

Heav’n, that fo long defended, fiiou’d at laft 
Opprefs her thus : by what hath ihe offended 
The angry gods, and wherefore are they chang’d ? 


A 2; EM A. 


We hear of nought but dreadful fpedires, omens,, 
And vengeance from above : the queen of late 
Lets loofe the reins of empire : we had caufe 
b fear for Babylon, leafl fubtle Afilir, 

"’Who knows her weaknefs, in this dang’rous time, 
3hou’d feize the helm, and bury all in ruin : 

But the queen came, and all vvas calm again ^ 





All 
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All ownM the pow^^r of her defpotic fway* 

If I have any knowledge of the court. 

The queen hates' 'AfFur, but keeps fair with him^ 
And watches clofe : they^re fearful of each other,, 
Woii’d quarrel Toon, but that fonie fecret caufe^ 
Some mutual int’reft, fiill prevents a rupture t 
I faw her .fire indignant at Ills iiame i 
The bluihes cn her cheeks betray’d her thoughts^ 
And her heart feem’d to glow with deep refentment : 
But fudden changes happen in a courts 
Return 5 and fpeak to her, 

AKSACES. 

I will ; but know not 
Whether again I e^er fliall gain admittance* 

AZEMA. 

Thou haft my vows, my wifhes, and my prayVs 
For thy fuccefs : I glory in my love, 

And in my duty : let Semiramis 
Rule o’er the vanquifh’d Fail, I envy her 
Nor fame nor conqueft 5 Jet the world be hers, 
Arfaces mine : but AfTur comes this way, 

ARSACES, 

The traitor ! how I fhudder at his prcfence ! 

My foul abhors him* 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

ASSUR, ARSACES, AZEMA. 

ASSUR. 

Your receptioHj Sir, 

I find, was noble, fuch as kings have oft 
Sollicited in vain : you few the queen 
In fecret, did £he not reprove a conduiSi: 

Injurious to my honour and her own i 
Did fhe not tell thee Azema's defign'd 
For Affur, not for thee ? Long fince her hand 
To Ninias giv'n was for the blood of kings 
Alone referv’d i and therefore is my right. 

As next to the throne : did fbe acquaint you, Sir,^ 
Into what fatal fnares your pride wou’d lead you,. 
That neither fame nor honours; will excufe 
Your bold preteafions ? 

ARSACES. 

I well know what’s due 
To your high birth, and to the rank you bear. 

And fliou’d have paid it, tho’ you had not thus 
Inftrudled me ; but as a matter here 
I own you not : your royal anceftors, 

From Beks iprung, perhaps may give you Claim 
* To Azema 3 the welfare of the ftate. 


Prefent 
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Preient and future, all, I own, confpire 
To raife j^our hopes of blifs, and make her yours : 
Thefe are your claims, and I acknowledge them : 

But I have one that’s worth ’em all: I love her : 

I might have added this,, that I reveng’d 
And fav’d her, gave new luftre to the throne 
Which file v/as bom to fill, if I had chofeii. 

Like thee, to boaPc of my exploits before her.. 

But I muft leave thee, to perform her orders, 
Semiramis and her I fhall obey. 

And them alone : a day perhaps may come 
When thou fhalt be our mafter : heav’n fometimes 
la anger fends us kings : but thou’rt deceiv’d^ 

At leaft in one of thy ambitious views. 

If ’mongft thy fubjeSs thou haft rank’d Arfa^es, 

ASSTEJK. 

The meafure’s full : thou court’ft thy own deftruSioa^ 

SCENE III. 

ASS.UR, AZEMA. 

Pve borne his infoleace too long already,^ 

’Tis time we enter on a nobler fubjeci,. 

And worthier thy attention^. 


A Z E M A, 


S E M r R AMIS. 

AZEMA. 




Can there be one? 

But fpeak. 

ASSUR. 

E’er long all Afia lhall attend 
On our refoives, and low concerns like thefe 
Mail pafs unheeded by: a world demands 
Our mutual care : Semiramis is now 
The lliadow of herfelf, her glory’s paftj 
That ftar which fhone ivith fuch tranfcendent luftrcj, 
Declining now, fends forth a feeble ray ; 

The people fee and wonder at her fall, 

Whilft ev’ry tongue demands a “ — fuccellbr : 

That word fuiSceth : you well know my right : 

^Tis not for love to deal forth fov’reign pow’r^ 

And poini out who fliall rule in Babylon j 
Not that my foul, to beauty blind, wou’d make 
A virtue of infenfibllity; 

But I fhou’d blufli for thee and for myfelf. 

To fee the welfare of a nation thus 
Dependant on a figh : thoughts worthier both 
Muft guide my fortune, and determine thine : 

Our anceftors the fame, we ftiou’d offend 
Their venerable fliades, and lofe the world 
By not uniting : I aftonifli you : 
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T'liefe are liarfli words for tender age like thine i 
But I addrefs me to the kings and heroes 
From whom you fprung^ to all thofe demi-gods 
Whom here you reprefent : too long trod down 
Beneath a woman’s feet their allies lay. 

Their glories flie eclips’d, uturp’d their powV, 

And fetter’d vanquilh’d nations with her laws ; 

But file is gone, and thou muft now fupport 
The building flie had rais’d : fhe had thy beautyj 
And thou oiufl: have her courage : let not love 
Or folly wreft the fceptre from thy hand, 

But grafp it clofe : you will not facrifice 
To a Sarmatian’s idle palEon for you 
I'he name you ought to honour, and the throne 
Youlhou’d afcend of univerfal empire* 

. AZBMA. 

Let not Arfices be the theme, my lord, 

Of your reproaches, but depend on me 
To vindicate the honour of my race. 

And to defend, whene’er occafion calls. 

The rights of my lov’d anccflors ; I know 
Their worth and virtues,' but I knov/ not one 
Amoiigft the heroes Vviiicli Affyria boaffis 
More great, more virtuous, more belov’d, than him. 
Than this Sarmatian, whom you thus difdain* 


Do 
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Do juftice to his merit : for myfelf^ 

When I ftiall bend to Hymen^s laws^ the queem 
Mufl: guide my choice, and at her hands alone 
Will I receive a mafter ; for the croud. 

The babbling eccho of one fecret voice, 

I heed it not j nor know I if the people 
Are tir'd of their obedience to a woman, 

But ffill I fee thembow the knee before her ; 

And if they murmur, murmur in the dufi: : 

The hand of heavhi, they fay, is rais’d agaiiift her l 
1 am a ftranger to her guilt, but think 
That heav’n wou’d never have made choice of thee 
To tell its high commands, or minifter 
Its juftice to mankind : Semiramis 
Is ftiil a queen, and you who lord it here 
Receive from her the laws which you difpenfe 5 
Forme, I own herpowV, and heris alone : 

My glory^s to obey, be thine the fame. 

SCENE IV. 

ASSUR, CEDAR, 

Obey ! I blufti to think how long already 
1 have obey’d : O infupportable ! 

But fay, haft thou fudceeded, are the feeds 
Of hatred fown in fecret thro" the realm ? 


Will 
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Will tliejr fpring up into a fruitful harveii 
Of difcord^ and rebellion ? , 

CEDAR. 

All is well ! 

The people^ long deluded by the arts 
And dazzling glory of Semiramis, 

At Ien2:th have loft their Idle veneration : 

No longer chain’d to filence, they demand 
Afucceflbr: each lover of his country 
Calls for a mafterj and looks up to thee. 

ASSUR. 

Heart-burning care ! and ever-during fliame ! 

Still muft my hopes, • ray fate depend on her F 
Was it for this that Ninus and his fon 
Fell by my hand, that Affiir might be ftill ■ 

Only her firft of Haves ? So near the throne^ 

To languifli in illuftrious fervitude. 

And only be the feconcl of mankind I 
The queen was fatisfy’d with Ninus’ death^^ 

But I went further, and purfued my blow : 

Ninias, in fecret miirther’d bymyorder. 

Open’d my paiTage to the throne ; but fhe 
Dciiykl me entrance. — A long time hi vain 
I footli’d her pride with Battry on her charms 5 

■ Ml 



Still hoped one day to gain upon her youth 
' That happy influence which affiduous care 
And humble adoration fcldom fail 
To win o’er aitlefs minds that bend with eafe : 

I little knew the firmnels of her foul. 

Inflexible, and bold j the v/orld alone 
Cou’d fatisfy her pride : fae feem’d indeed 
.h'lofl: worth}? of it: fpitc of my refentment, 

I own file was, and yield the praife ilie merits* 

The reins of empire, that flow’d loofe before, 
Strongly flie held ; appeas'd the rnurm’ring croud, „ 
Silenc’d iheir plaints, and qiiafii’d confpiiing rebels ; 
Fought like a hero, like a monarch rul’d ; 

She led her army and her people captive, 

And fpiteof fame, with more than miigic art. 
Chain’d down the minds of men : the univerfe 
Aflonifh’d ilood, and trembled at her feet. 

I fliort, her beauty, woman’s befl: fupport. 
Strengthen’d the laws which pow’r and valour made s 
And when I ftrove to raife confpiracies 
My friends flood mute, and only cou’d admire her. 

At length the charm is broke : her pow’r decays ; 
Her genius droops ; remorfe, and idle fears, 

And fond credulity have bound her faith 
To lying oracles, which Itnavifb priefts 
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Had taught to fpeak in ^Egypt’s barren plain : 
She pours her daily incenfe at their altars^ 

And wearies heaven with vows : Seiniramis 
Creeps on a level now with common mortals^ 
And condefcends to fear : I knov/ her weaknefs : 
Know^ till file falls^ Afltir can never rife ; 

But I have rais’d the people’s voice againft her^ 
And flie muft yield ; this blow decides her fate ; 
If flie coiifents to give me Azema, 

She is no longer queen 5 if fee refufes. 

The kingdom will revolt : on every fide 
The fnare is laid, and nothing now can fave her. 
Yet, after ail, perhaps I am deceiv’d, 

And fortune, fo lon^ caH’d for, comes at laft 
'But to betray me* 

CEDAR. 

If the queen is forc’d 

To name afucceflbr, and yield the priiicefs 
To Afllir’s bed, what can he have to fear. 

When the divided branch of Afia’s kings 
Shall be united ? all conlpires to pave 
Your way to empire* 

ASSUR. 

Azema is fafe ; 

She muft be mine 5 but wherefore fend fo far 
For this Arfaces ? fee fupports him tooj 
VoL. II E 
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And wheji I wou’d chaftife his infolencey 
Her interpofing hand prevents me fiill : 

A minifler without the powV, a prince 
IVirhout a fubjecft, girt around with honoursj 
And yet a poor dependant, what is Afliir? 

All> <dl unite to perfecute me now : 

A peevifli miftrefs, and a haughty rival, 
Confulted priefts that teach their gods to fpeak 
Againft me ; with Semiramis, who ftrives 
To free herfelf, yet trembles at my prefence t 
But wefhall fee how far this proud ingrate 
Will urge an angry rebel who defies her. 

S C E N E V. 

ASSUR, OTANES, CEDAR. 
■OTANES. 

My lord, the queen commands you to attend her 
In fecret, and alone. 

ASSUR. 

I fliall obey 

Her facred orders, and with care perform 
My fov’reign’s will. 


S C. E N E 
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S C' E, N E VI/ 

ASSUR, CEDAR. 

ASSUR. 

Whexice fprings this fudden change ? 
Thefe three months paft ihe has avoided me, 

Ev^n as the objefi: of her hatred : oft 
When £he beheld me Che wouM caft her eyes 
Down on the earth, as if file loath’d the fight : 
Whene’er we met, ft was in a gaping croud 
Of hearers 5 when file fpoke, her fighs and tears 
Won’d interrupt ourconverfe, or perchance. 
Silence was all theanfwer fiie wou’d give me. 

What can file want ? What can fiie fay to me ? 

But here flie comes : ftis flie — wait you within. 

[to Cedar, 

SCENE VIL 

SEMIRAMIS, ASSUR. 

. SEMIRAMIS. 

My lord, I come to eafe a troubled heart 
Of its long hidden woes, and pour it all 
Before you : I have ruled o’er Afia long, 

Anid not inglorious : Babylon perhaps 
May pay this tribute to my memory, 

And fiiy, Semiramis deferv’d to rank 
E 2 


Among 
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Among the greateft of her kings ; thy hands 
Have help’d me to fupport the weight of empire 
V/ith abfokte dominion have I ruled. 

Ador’d by all, and crown’d with victory 
On ev’ry fide : intoxicated long 
With fiatt’ry’s pleafing incenfe, I forgot 
The crimes that rais’d me to this envy’d ftate | 

Forgot the juftice of highheav’n : it comes ; 

It fpeaks to me : Semiramis muft yield ; 

This noble ftrudlure, which I fondly thought 
Superior to the injuries of time, 

Is totfring now, and fliakes from its foundation 5 
Means muft be found to ftrengthen and fupport it. 
ASStJR. 

The work is yours, and you muft finilh it : 

Fore fee th’at tacks of time, and ftop his rapine : 

Who jOhall obfeure the luftre of thy days. 

Or wherefore fear’it thou heav’n whilft earth obeys 
thee? 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Yonder the aflies of my hufband lie ; 

Can’ft thou look there, and wonder at my fears ? 

ASSUK. 

1 cannot bear to hear the noify croud 

Still talk ofNiiiUS : wherefore fhou'd remembrance 

Call 
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Call back the thoughts of that inglorious reign ? 

Can they believe, that, after fifteen years, 

His angry fpirit ffill calls out for juftice ? 

E'er now he wou'd have ta'en due vengeance on us, 
Had he the pow'r; why from the peaceful realms 
Of dark oblivion woud’ft thou call the dead. 

Or fearch for truth in lying oracles ? 

I am aftonifli'd too, but kis at thee. 

And thy vain fears : to make the gods propitious. 

We mull be refolute : this idle phantom. 

At once the child and parent of your fears. 

Why fliou'd it thus alarm you ? Prodigies 
Never appear to thofe who dread them not ; 

Baits to allure th’ unthmking multitude. 

By knaves invented, and by fools believ'd ; . 

The great defpife them : but if nobler views 
Infpire thy foul t'immortalize the blood 
Of Belus, if the beauteous Azema 
Claims her high rank, — ■ — • , 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Aflur, on that I came 

To fpeak with thee : our Babylon demands. 

For fuch is Ammoif s will, a fucceflbr : 

Heav'n and my people will be fatisfy'd 

E 3 When 
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When 1 take a partner to my throne : 

Thou knu'vvht, my pride coird never condefeend. 
To a divided fv/ay ; ’twas my refolve 
To rule alone, whiiit tbeimpalienL world 
Urrdd me in vain ; and wJien tlie peoples voices, 
Which now isS ecchokl by;. the voice of heav’n, 

SCiU prcfcdd me, i-x the bloom ofyouth, to give 
A fov ’reign to mankind, I ftill refus’d : 

If I had yielded then to any claimy 
It had been thine ^ you had aright to hope. 

And to expedl it ; but you knew too well, 

How much Semirarnis abhorr’d a mailer. 

Without fubmitting t6 a tie Ib fatal, 

I made thee then the fecond of mankind. 

And only not my equal ; ^twas enough, 

I thought, tofatisfy ev’nthy ambition. 

At length the gods make known their will divine. 
And I obey them : hear the oracle : 

All fhall again be well at Babylon, 

When Hymen’s torch a fecond time fball blaze 
Propitious j then {halt thou, O cruel wife, 

And wretched mother, then fliall thou appeafe 
The fhade of Ninus.” Thus the voice of heav’n 
Decllfes its facred will ; I know thy arts, 

Know, thou haft form’d a party in the ftate. 
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And mean t’oppofe me with : the royal blood 
From whence you fprung : from thee and Asema 
My fucceflbr, it Teems, muft rife 5 I knov/ 

You look that way, and fee perhaps afpires 
To equal honours ; bu4 obferre me Vvell : 

I feall not fuffer your united claims 
To rob me of rny right : remember. Sir, 

You know my v/ill ; his conTtant, and as fate- 
irrevocable : think'll: thou now the God 
Whofe arm is lifted o’er me hath depriv’d 
My foul of all its wanted ftrength and fpirit. 

Or doft thou fell behold Semiram is. 

Who can fuppoxt the honour of her throne ? 

Know, Babylon e^er long feail at my hands 
Receive a mafter : whether the high choice 
Shall fall on thee, or be another’s lot, 

Fll take a fov’reign as a fov’reign ought : 

Bring me the magi and the princes here 
To join their voices with Semiramis, 

To give away my freedom and my empire 
Is the firfi: greateft a( 3 : of royal pow’r. 

And therefore let it be perform’d with aw^e 
And filence due to my authority, 

Heav’n hath appointed this great day to feew 
Its mercy to me^ and the gods at length- 

E 4 Remit 
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Remit their anger ; nothing can difarm it 
But my repentance 5 ’tis the only virtue : 

Truft nic> it is, howe'er you jmaydefpife It, 
Remaining for the guiJty : weak, I knov/. 

And fearful thou eiteem’fl: me j but henceforth 
Remember, Affur, guilt alone is wcaknefa: 
Thiiik not that fear, can eV difgrace a throne, 
It has done good to kings, and might to thee : 
1 tell thee, ftatefman, to obey the gods, 

^ And tremble at their powV, is no abafement* 

S C E N E viir. 

AS SIT R alone, 

Ailoni&ment ! fuch language, fuch defigns. ! 
Or is it artifice, or weaknefs in her. 

Or cowardice or courage ? Does fee mean. 

By yielding thus, to prop her tott’ring pQwV», 
And by our unipn to defeat my purpofe ? 

I muft not think, it feems, of Azema, 


The enonnDus length of thi$ ipeech, is a fulHcient proof of 
what Mi% Voltaire has advanc’d in the preface, viz. that molt of 
the French trage<;|ies are nodiing but long diicourfes : this conbfts 
of no lets than fixty-four lines, and is enough to tire the pipe of 
the moft iong-winded a^lor- Semiramis, however, has beauties, 
which few of them have, to make amends for the tedioiifnefs of 
declamation, which in other writers, and even fometimes in Vol« 
tah'e, is infupportahle, 

Becauft^ 
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Becaufej perhaps, Fm deftin’d for herfelF. 

It niLifl: be fo. What all my cares in vain 
Soiiciteds my flattVy of her charms. 

My deep intrigues, and our united crimes, 

With all her fears, cou’d never gain, at length 

An idle dream, and a dark oracle 

From -ffigypt have perform’d. What pow’r unknown 

Decrees the fate of mortals ? Great events 

Hang on the fiend’reft thread : ffili I am doubtfial ; 

ril fee Semiramis again 3 fhe feem’d 

Too much in hafte ; fuch fudden refolutions 

Betray an over anxious mind, and thofe 

Who change with eafe are cither v/eak, or wicked. 

End of the Second Act. 


ACT III. SCENE L 

SE'MIK AMIS, OTANES. 

The feene represents an apartment in ike palace.' 
SEMIRAMIS. 

Who wou’d have thought, Otanes, that the god% 
OiFended as they were, at length fhou’d flnile 
Propitious thus, and threaten but to fave ! 

Sliou’d drop th’uplifted thunder from, their hand,, 
And pardon me 3 fliou'd fend Arfaces hither 

■E 5 


Ta 


H S EM IRA MIS.- 

To change my fate f for know it is their will 
That I fiioifd wed, and by a iecond tie 
Expiate the crimes of my firfl: fatal nuptials* 

They are the great difpofers of our hearts. 

And mine wdth pleafure yields to their decrees : 
It evhi outruns their purpofes : Arfaces, 

Fm thine ; for thou v/ert born to rule o’er me^. 
And o’er the world. 

OTANES. 

Arfaces ! he ! 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Thou know^ft. 

In Scythia’s plains, when I reveng’d the Pcrfiaii,. 
And conquer’d Afla, this young hero fought 
Beneath his father’s banners, and, furrounded 
With captives, brought to me the bloody ipoils. 
And, blufliing, laid his vicrims at my feet. 

When firft I faw him, I cou’d feel his hearty 
As by fome fecretpow’r, attradiing mine. 
Infenfibly towards him ; all mankind, 

Eefide Arfaccs, feem’d not worth my notice* 
xVffur grew jealous of him, and e’er fince 
Has fif’d with indignation at his name j 
Whilft his dear image ftill employ’d my thoughts. 
Before that voice wdiich guides my ev’ry word 
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And ev’ry a£lion named him for my hufoanclj 
Before the gods had pointed out Arfaces. 

OTANES. 

It was indeed a noble conqueft, thus 
To bend that haughty fpirit which difdain’d 
The proffer’d homage of our eaftern monarchs^ 

Who as her fubjedl’s, not as lovers, ffill 
Accepted kings ! You who contemn’d thofe charmsj. 
That fov’reign beauty, which extended wide 
Your univerfal empire r whilft your eyes 
Pierc’d ev’iy heart, you fcarce wou’d condefeend’ 

To mark their pow’r ; and doff: thou yield at laff 
To love’s imperious fway 5 to fears and horror 
Succeed the tender pailions ? Can it be?- 
SEMIRAMIS- 

O, no : it is not love : I am not fall’n 
So much beneath myfelf, as to befto'W 
On beauty the reward that’s duo to virtue y. 

I feel a nobler pafffon in my breaft : 

Alas ! fuch-weaknefs wou’d but ill become- 
Semiramis unhappy as I am j. 

For me to think of love, Otanes, how 
Coud’ft thou fuppofe it ?: Once I was a mother,. 

But fcarce had ftudy’d to deferve the name 
By my fond, cares, when heav’n in-anger fnatch’d ‘ 



86 SEMlkAMlS. 

My child awajj and left me here alone 
A prey to anguifli. I had nothing near me 
That I con’d love ; and, midft my grandeur, felt 
An aching void within my foul. I fled 
The court, endeavour’d to avoid myfelf. 


And fought relief in thefe proud monuments, 
Amufing flatt’rers of a reftlefs heart 
That fhunn’d refledlion : reft was fall a ftranger. 
And long remain’d fo j but he comes once more, 
I feel him now, and wonder at the pow’r 
That charm’d him hither: ’tvvas Arfaces 5 he 
Shall hold the place of huflband and of fon, 

A conquer’d world, and all my glories paft‘« 

How much 1 owe to thee, coeleftial pow’r. 

Who thus propitious lead’ft me to the altar 
So long abhorr’d 5. and haft thyfelf infpir’d 
That palEon which aione can make me happy ! 

OTANES. 

But what will be the rage and grief of Affur ? 
Haft thou reflefted on it, when he hears 
Thy new refolves ? He is not without hopes ; 
The people have already fix’d thy choice 
On him,- and his refentment will not end 
' fa hiere complaints* 


S E M T 
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SEMIRAMIS* 

I nev-er have deceiv’d j 

And therefore fear him not : thefe fifteen yearsj 
Whate’ej his views have been^ IVe taught himilill 
To rank but with my fubjefts, tho’ the firft 
Amongft them ; and fet bounds to his: ambidoiij 
Which he hath ne’er o’erleap’d : I reign’d alone 5 
And if this feeblb hand fo long cou’d guide 
The helm of pow’r, and curb his haughtinefs^ 

What can his courage or his cunning do 
Againil: Arfaces and Semiramis ? 

Yes ; Ninus hath accepted my repentance,, 

And leaves the manfions of the dead to urge 
Our happy union : his illuftrious ihade 
Again wou’cl rage to fee his murth’rer feize 
His throne and bed : this calls him from the tomb^ 

And Ammon’s oracles unite with him 
To crown my blifs : no more the awful virtue 
Of Oroes affrights me j I’ve fent for him 
To be a witnefs of the great event, 

And foon expedl him here, 

OTANES. 

His honour’d name 
And facred character may give indeed 
A fandion to your choice* 

SEMI- 


m 
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SEMIRAMIS. 

I know it will| 

And my refoJves. 

OTANES, 

Beholdj. he comes; 

S C E' N E IL. ■ 

SEMARIMIS, OROES. 
SEMIRAMIS. 

Great fucceffor of Zoroaftres^ welcome r 
To day muft Babylon receive a king ; 

Thy office is to crown him y is all ready 
For the folemnity ? 

O.ROES. 

The magi wait 

Thy pleafurcj,. and the nobles all attend':. 

To pay obedience to the fov’ reign pow'r 
Is all my duty, and ! fliall fulfill it : 

1 am not to judge kings, for that belongs 
To heav’n alone; 

SEMIRAMIS. 

By this myfterious language, ^ 

It feems you difapprove my purpofe. 

GROES. 

Mad am, ■ 

I know it not, but wiHi it fair fuccefs. 



S'EMI- 


: ' S E‘ M I R A M I S. _ %■ 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Thou caii’ft interpret heavens high will : thefe figns-, 
Which I have feen, can. they be-fatal to me ? 

A fpeiSli’e hath of late, perhaps fome god,. 

Appear’d, and‘ ih the boibm of the earth 
Re-enter’d foon : what pow’r hath thus broke down-: 
Th’ eternal barrier that divides the light- 
From darknefs ? wherefore ihou’d a. mortal thus, 

Rife ii'om the tomb to vifit me I 

OROES. 

Know, heav’A 

Doth oft fufpend its own eternal laws 
When juftice bids, reverfmg death’s decree 5: 

Thus to chaftife the fov’reigns of the earth,. 

And terrify mankind*. 

SEMIRAMIS.. 

The oracles 

Demand a facrifice. 

',,^OROES. 

it fliali be offer’d* 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Eternal juftice, thou whofe piercing eye 
Behold’ft my naked heart, O fill it not 
Again with horror, bury in oblivion 
My firft unhappy nuptials ! 

Orbes, .. 
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Oroes, ftay* 



[To Oroes, who is retiring* 



OROES. 

[retai'uiiig* 


I thought my prefence might diftiirb you. Madam* 



SEMIRAMIS. 


‘ . Return, and aiifwer me : this morning, fay. 


Did not Arfaces offer at your altars 
Gifts to the gods ? 

OROES. 

He did ; and precious v/ere they : 
Arfaces is the favourite of heav’n. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

I know he is, and I rejoice to hear it* 

Can I be wretched if I truft to him ? 

OROES. 

He is the empire’s beft fupport f the gods 

Condudled himj his glory is their care* 

' '' 

SEMIRAMJS. 

With tranfport I accept the fair prefage, 

Whilft hope and peace return to calm my breafl* 
Away : again let pureft incenfe rife 
Before your altars ; jet your magi come 
And fandlify the choice j bring down the fmiles 
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Of the affenting gods, and make ns happy* 

Henceforth may Babylon with me revive^ 

And fliine aoiongfl the nations of the earth 
With double fplendori Go thoa^^ and prepare 
The foiemn pomp» 

S C' E N.,E. ■ IIL 
SEMIRAMIS, OTANES. 
SEMIRAMIS. 

Heaven feconds my delig% 

And I am only the interpreter 

Of its high will, to give the world a niafter : 

Thus to receive a kingdom at my hand 
Will ftrike him with aftonifliment : ev’ii now 
How little thinks he of th’ approaching greatneft ! 
How will proud Affur and his fawning croud 
Be humbled ! But a word, and the whole earth 
Falls at his feet 5 and, grateful as he is, 

I know he will repay me : I fhall wed him. 

And for my portion carry him a world ; 

My glory^s pure, and now I ihall enjoy it/ ■ 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. • 

SEMIRAMXS, OTANES, MITRAN-ES. 

An officer of the palace, 

OTANES. 

Arfaces begs admittance to your prefenccj, 

To lay his foriows at your feet. 

SE MIR AMIS, 

Arfaces f 

What forrows can Arfaces feel when I 
Am near him, he who thus hath banifhy mine ? 
Quick, let him come : he knows not yet his pow^r 
O’er the fond heart of his Semiramis : 

G thou dread fliade whofe voice alarm’d my foul, 
Whofe blood no more calls out for vengeance on me^ 
And you, the guardian gods of this great empire,, 

Of the Aflyrians, Ninus, and my fop. 

Unite to blefs Arfaces ! Ha f the fight 

Alarms me ; whence can thefe ftrange terrors rife f 

.SCENE V.. ■ 

SEMIRAMIS^ ARS ACES. 

0 queen, I am devoted to thy fervicej 

Bdy life is thine ; and when I £hed this blood,, 

1 am rewarded if it flows for thee. 

My father had fome finall renown in arms ^ 
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I faw him perifli bravely In the field. 

And at the head of thy viciorious bands 
He left his haplefs fon a fair example. 

Perhaps but ill purlued : PIJ not recall 
The memhy of my father’s fervicess 
*Twou'd ill become me ^ at your royal knees 
Tlio® here I fue for favor and prote(?dan :■ 

Pity the rafiinefe of a guilty youth,. 

Who liften’d to the didlates of imprudence. 

And ev’n in ferving fear’d he might oiFend you. , 

,S.EMI RAMIS.' , 

OiFend me ! th.ou> Arfaces !- fear it not. 

ARSACES. 

To day you give your kingdom and your hand t: 
My heart, I know, fliou’d on the great event 
Keep fecret all its fears, and' humbly ftlli 
In filence, widi depending monarchs, wait - 
To know our mafter ; but this AiTur fteps 
So haughtily, and triumphs in his. conqueft. 

We cannot brook his pride ; the people call him 
Already their new fov’reign; his high blood 
And rank fupport him : may he prove himfelf 
Worthy of both ! but I have ftill a foul 
Too proud to bend beneath him, or adore 
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The pow’r I had defyM : his jealous heart 
I know detefts Arfaces : let me then 
Retire in fafety> far from him^ and thee : 
Permit me to revifit the dear climes 
Where firft I ferv'd my royal niiilrefs*^ there 
His tyranny can never reach j perhaps 
I may hereafter--* 

SEMIKAMIS, 

Wilt thou leave me then^^ 
And fear’ll: thou AlTur ? 

AKSACES. 

No : Arfaces fears 
Nought but the anger of Semiramis. 

Perhaps thou know’ft my fond ambition^ then 
Fve caufe indeed to tremble* 

SEMIRAMIS* 

Hope the beft^ 

And know tliat Afliir ne’er fhall be thy mafter 
ARSACES, 

I own it fiiock’d my foul to look on hint 
As Ninus’ fucceflbr : but is he then 
Defign’d for Azema? forgive this bold 
Prefumptuous queftioner : long fince I know 
She was to Ninias giy’^ proud AlTur fprung 
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From the fame race, and claims her as his own ■: 

I am but a poor fubjedl:, yet I dare — --- 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Such fubjefis are my kingdom's beft fupport $ 

I knov/ thee v/ell ; thy noWe foul, fuperior 
To vulgar mind35 hath fought Scmiramis^ 

Not for her fortunes, but herfeif ; thy eves 
Are fix’d on her true intheft, and on thec^ 

I ftiall depend : Affur and Axema 
Shall never meet 5 their union would be dangVoiis 5 
But their defigns are known, and by my care 
Will be prevented. 

ARSACES. 

Since my heart at length 

Is open to thee, and thou haft difcover’d — 

A 21 E M A enters fuddenly^ and throws herfeif at the feet of 
Semirarnis. 

0 Queen, permit me thus 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Rife, Azema: 

'WhereVr my choice may light, thou may’^fi: depend 
On my proteclion, and fhalt find refpedi 
Due to thy birth ; ior, defdn’d as thou wert 
To be the wife •■of my lamented fon, 

1 look upon thee with a mother’s eye: 

[To 
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[To them both. 

Go, place yourfelves with thofe whom I have call’d 

To witnefs my refolves, and mark my choice^ 

[To ArfriceSp 

Be thoiij my beft prote<ftor5 near the throne. 

S C E N E VL 

The apartment of Semiramis opens into a magnlfi* 
cent faioon richly ornamented ; a number of oificers 
in their proper habits on the fteps of the throne^ 
W'hich is rais’d in the middle ; the fatrap s on each 
fide : the high-prieft enters with the magi, and 
places himfelf between Aflur and Arfaces : the 
queen in the midfi: with Azema, and her atten^ 
dants : guards at the lower end of the faioon. 

OROES. 


Ye princes, magi, warriors, the fiipport 
Of Babylon, aflemblcd by command 
From great Semiramis, the will of heav’n 
Soon ihall ye know : the gods that guard our empire 
Have fix’d on this important hour to work 
A great and mighty change j whoe’er the queen 
Shall here appoint her fov’reign and our own 
It is our d uty to obey 5 and here 
I bring my tribute to the throne, my pray’rs 


And 
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And wilhes for the glory and the welfare 
Of them, and of their kingdom: may thefe days 
Of joy and gladnefs ne*er be chang’d to hours 
Of grief and forrow, nor thefe fongs of mirth 
To' mournful plaints ! 

AZEMA. 

A king, my lords, wall foon 
Be named 5 whoe’er he be, the choice will injure 
Myfelf alone; but Azema was born 
And muft remain a fubjedi; I fubmit 
To the queen’s pleafure, and on her protedfion 
Shall ftill depend ; nor with the darkprefage 
Of future ills fhall interrupt your joy : 

But leave you my example of obedience- 

ASSUR. 

Howe’er the queen may choofe, and heav’n determine/ 
We muft confult the public good alone ; 

Let us then fwear by this imperial throne. 

And great Semiramis, to yield fubmiffive. 

And without murm’ring, to obey her wilL 

ARSACES. 

I fwear it ; and this arm that fought for her. 

This heart obedient ever to her voice, 

Which next the voice of heav’n I ftill rever’d, 

’■ This 
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This blood which flow’d with pleafure for her fake^ 
Shall be devoted to that royal mafter 
Whom fhe appoints. 

HIGH-PRIEST. 

I wait the great award 
Of heaven and Semiramis. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Enough : 

Each to his place, and now attend, my people* 

(She feats lierfeif on the throne.) 

Azema, AiTur, the High-Prieft, and Arfaces take their places^ 
and /lie proceeds. 

If in that hand which cuftom and the laws 
Of an imperious hufband had confin’d 
To homely cares, and to a diftaff chain’d, 

I bore aloft the feeptre and the fword. 

Beyond my fubjedls hope, nor funk beneath 
The weight of empire, let me now extend 
To lateft times its glory : ’tis my purpofe 
This day to take a partner in the throne : 

The gods muft be obey’d, whofe dread command 
At length fubdued my long iinconquer’d heart : 

They who depriv’d me of my fon, perhaps 
May one day raife an heir to Babylon 
Worthy of empire, who fliall follow me 

Thro’ 
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Thro' alhthe thorny paths that I have trod, 

Finifti ray work, and make my reign ioimortal. 

I might have chofe a fovVeign-from the kings 
That dwell around me, but they’re all my foes. 

Or tributary ilaves : a foreign hand 
Shall never wield this fceptre : my own fubjecis 
Are better than the kings whidxthey have conquer'd : 
Belus was born a fubjecl; if he gain'd 
The diadem, he ow’d it to the people, 

And to himfelf : by rights like his I hold 
The pow’r fupreme j and., miflrefs of a kingdom 
Larger than his, have bent beneath my yoke 
The nations of the Eaft, which Belus ne’er 
Had feen or heard of : what he blit attempted . 
Semiramis perform’d^ for they who found 
A kingdom, and they only, can preferve it. 

You want a king who may be worthy of you, 

Worthy of fuch an empire, fhall I add 
Worthy the hand that crowns him, and the heart 
Which fhall give ; , I have confulted heav’n. 

My country’s weal, the int’reft of mankind. 

And choofe a king to make the world more happy. 
Adore the hero, fee in him reviv’d 
The princes of my honour’d race $ obferve him, 

Vo£. II ■ ..." - -F 


And * 


iQO SEMIRAM IS. 

And know, this king, this hero, Is —Arface's. 

[She defcends from the throne^ and the)/' all rlfe^ 

AZEMA. 

Arfaces! the perfidious - 

ASSUPv. 

Rage and vengeance ! 

ARSACES. 

Believe me, Azema^ — ™ 

OROES, ' 

Juft heav’n ! avert ■ 

Thefe omens! _ . 

-SEMIRAMIS. 

Thou who fanctify’ft my choke, 
Confirm it at the .altar: fee in him; 

Ninus and Ninias both reftory,. 

[It tkiiDdefS, and the tomb lliakcs* 
O heav’n ! 

What do I hear ? . 

■ ■ ■ GROES. - 

Great gods, protect us now ! 
SSMIRAMIS, 

The thunder comes, in anger or in love 
1 know not ; pardon, gracious gods ! Arfaces 
Muft win them to forgivenefs. Ha ! what voice , 

Diftradii 
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DiftraSs me thus ? and fee^ the tomb is open* 

Oheavhi! Idle, 

. [The gliofl: of Niaus comes out of the tomb, 

•" ASSXJR. ■ - ' . ' ' 

The fliade of Ninus’ fclf, 

Gods ! is it poJHble ? , ' ' 

ARSACTS. 

What fay’fi: thou r fpeak^ 

Thou god of terrors* , ; 

ASS UR. 

O unfold thy tale* 
SEMIRAMIS. 

Corn’ll thou to pardon^ or to punifh me ? j: 

It isS thy feeptre and thy bed which here ' j 

I have beftow^'d : fpeak> is he worthy of it ? f 

Determine : I obey thee* „ 

The GHOST of NINUSto ARSACES. f 

Thou lhalt reign, !, 

Arfaces, but there are fome dreadful crimes V 

i ' 

Which thou muft expiate : hie thee to the tomb^ |, 

And to my alhes offer Jacrifice : y 

Serve me and Nkllas : remember well 
Thy father; liften to the pontiff. ^’| 

Fz .ARSACES*. 

^ “ I! 
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A;K.SACES. 

or 

Thou venerable fliade, thou demi-godj 
Who dweirft within thefe vs^alls, the fight of thee 
Inipires but not aftoniflies Arfaces : 

Yes, I will go, on peril of my life. 

And meet thee in the tomb : but tell me, what 
Muft be the facrifice ? O fpeak ! he^s gone. 

[The ghoft retires towards the entrance of the mauipheumft 

SEMIRAMIS. 

7'hou honour’d fpirit of my lord, permit me 
Thus on my knees to ppur^my forrows forth. 

Permit me in the tomb to 

G H O S T, at the entrance of the tomb. 

Stop : no farther j 

Reipeef my afhes: when the timeiis.come 
Pil find for thee. 

f. rhe ghoit goes into the tomb, and the maufolasum clofes/ 

assi;k> 

Amazing ! 

SEMIRAMTS* 

Follow mtv 
peqjje, to the temple : be not thus 

: for know, the gentle fhade of Minus 

. ' ' . Is 
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Is not implacable ; it Wesyour kingi. 

And therefore will it fpare Semiramis : 

Heav’n that infpir’d my choice will now (upport It . 
Hafte then^ and pray for mcj and for Ar faces, 

. End of the Third Act. 



ACT IV, SCENE L 
Reprefehting the porch of the temple, 
ARSACES, • AZEMA. 

AR SACKS. 


D O not dpprefs me in this hour of grief^ 

And aggravate my forrows 5 I have borne 
Enough already : this dread oracle 
Affrights me 5 prodigies on ev’ry fide 
Diftorb the courfe of nature ; heav’n deprives me 
Of all, if Azema is loft. 


, AZEMA. 

No more, . 

Falfe man, nor to the horrors of this day 
Add the remembrance of thy perfidy | 

No more the terrors of Semiramis, 

F 3 ■ The 
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The walking JfpecSre, and the opening grave^, 

Appall me now } of all the prodigies 

Which I have feen^ thy bafe inconftancy 

Hath ihock’d me moft : go on, appeafe the fliade 

Of Ninus, and begin the facrifice 

With Azerna ; beholdj and ftiike the vi£lim» 

ARSACES, 

It is too muchi my heart was not prepar’d 
Againft this cruel firoke : thou know^ft, my foul 
Prefers thee to the empire of the world : 

What w'as the obje£l of that fame in arms 
I held fo dear, of all my vidories ? 

AJl my ambition hoped for was at laft 
To merit- thee : Semiramis, thou know^ft. 

Was dear to both ; thy tongue unites with min# 
To praife her j flie was ftill the guardian god 
That cherifc’d and proteded us j as fuch 
We both revered her with that pious zeal 
And cbafte regard which mortals bear to heav’n : 
Judge of my fpotlefs faith by my furprife 
At the queen’s choice, and mark the precipice 
It leads us to, thence learn our future fate* 

AZEMA. 


I know it* 


ARS ACES, 
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ARSACES. 

Leariij tliat neither thou nor empire 
Were deftin'd for Arfaces ^ kiiov\% that fon 
V/hom I mufl: ferve^ the child of Ninus^ he 
Who muft inherit here — — ... 

AZEMA. 

Well 5 what of him ? 

■ ' ARS'ACES. 

That NmiaSj he %vho from his cradle lit 
The torch of Hymen with thee,, who was born 
My rival and my mafter 


A2JEMA. 

Ninias ! 


ARSACES. 

And will be with us foon. 


Lives 5 


AZEMA, 

Ha I then the queen 
ARSACES, 

Ev’n to this day deceived, laments his death* 
AZEMA 

Ninias alive ! 



ARSACES. 
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-AR'SACES* 

It is a fecret yet 

¥/Ithin the temple^ and flie knows it not 
A Z E M A. 

ButNinias crowns thee, and his widow’s thine* 
ARSACES. 

Ay, but his Ton was born for Azema 5 
He is my king, fo fays the Oracle, 

And I muft fer-ve him. 

AZEMA. 

But love claims his own. 
And will be heard in fpite of all, Arfaees : 

His orders are not doubtful, or obfeure. 

Love is my oracle, and that alone 

Shall be obey’d. Ninias, thou fay ’ft, yet Jives, 

Let him appear, and let Semiramis 

Recall her plighted faith to him ; letNinus 

Rife from the tomb, to join the fatal knot 

Made in our infant ^^ears 5 let Ninias come. 

My king, thy matter, and thy rival, fired 
With all the love which once Arfaees had 
For Azema, then fee how I will ilight 
His proffer’d vows 5 then flialt thou fee me fcom 


The 
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The fceptre at my feet, and ipurn a crown 
Which is my due : where is he now ? What fecre^ 
What myft’ry veils him from us ? Let him come 5 
But knoWa norNiniaSj nor Semiramis,] 

Noa nor the facred fpirit of his father 
Rishi from the tomb> nor all the pow Vs of nature 
Thrown in confulionj from my heart fhou'd wrefl: 
The image of my perjur’d dear Arfaces : 

Go, afk thy oWn, if it will dare to adt 
As mine hath done. What are thofe dreadful crimes 
Which thou miift expiate ? if thou e’er fliou’dll* break 
The facred tye that binds us, if thou’rt falfe, 

I know no crime, no treach’ry like thy own* 

I fee the fage interpreter of fate 
This way advancing ; love will never plead 
Thy caufe with heav’n, if thou betray’ft me : go. 
From Ninus’ hand receive thy doom 5 remember. 

Thy fate depends on heav’n, and mine on thee. 

[Exit Azema. 

ARSACES. 

Arfaces ftill is thine : ftay, cruel maid : 

How mingled is our happinefs and woe ! 

What ftrange events that contradict: each other — ~ 

FS 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

A K S A C E S; O R O E S, the magi attending, 

CROES. [ToAi'faces. 

Let us retire to yonder lonely walk j 
I fee you are much mov’d : prepare yourfelf 
For ftrokes more dreadful. 

[To the magi. 
Bring the royal wreath. 

[The magi bring the cofi’er. 
This letter, and this facred fword, to thee, 

Arfaccs, I deliver. 

ARSACES. 

Rev Vend father. 

Wilt thou not fave me from the precipice 
That gapes, before rne ? wilt thou not at length 
Uplift the veil, that from my eyes conceals 
My future fate ? 

OReES. 

^Twili be removM, my fon ; 

The hour is come, when in his dreary manfions, 

Ninus from thee expecl-s a facrifice 
That fliall appeafe his angry fpirit* 

ARSACES. 

What 

Can Ninus aflc, what facrifice from me ? 


Mail* 
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Muil I be bis avenger, when bis fon 

Still lives ? Let Ninias come ; he is my king, 

And*i Will ferve him, 

OROES. 

’Tis his father’s will. 

Thou mull obey him : an hour hence, Arfaces, 
Be at his tomb, arm’d Vvuth this facred Avorcl, 

And with this wreath "dom’d, which Ninus wore, 
And which thy felf did bring to me. 


Of Ninus !; 


AKSACES. 


OROES; 


The wreath 


’TIs his royal will that thus 
Then fiioud’ft appear, to OiTer up the blood 
That muft be flied ; the viflim v/ill be there : 
Strike’ thou, and leave the reft to him,, and heavha, 

AKSACES.. 

If he requires, my life, FlI give it him : 

But where is Ninias ?, thoufpeak’ft nought of him : 
Thou haft not told me how his father gives 
Tome liis kingdom and his queen. 

ORDES. 

To thee . 

His queen ! O heav’a^ to the.- C'^rniramis-. 
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Be giv’n ! Arfaces^ the important hour 
Which I had promisM thee is come, when tholi 
Shalt know thy fate, and this abandon’d womans 


Great gods ! 


Arsaces* 

OROES. 


^Twas Ihe who murther’d Nmus%* 


ARSACES. 

: She, 

Saidft thou, the queen ? 

^ OROES. 

AfTur, that foul difgrace 
Of human nature, Aflur gave the poifon. 


ARSACES. 

Pm not furpris’d at Affur’s cruelty, 

But that a wife, a queen, and fuch a queen, 
The pride of fov’reigns, the delight of nations. 
That fhe fliou’d e’er be guilty of a crime 
So horrible ! it paffes all belief. 

How can fuch virtues and fuch guilt as hers 
SubhJ: together ! 

pROES. 

How indeed ! the queilion 
Is VForthy of thy noble heart ; but now 


Tweit? 
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^Twere needlefs to diffemble, ev’ry moment 
Is big With fame new fecret, horrible 
To nature^ who already whifpers to thee 
Her foft complaints ; thy genVous hearty I fecy 
Spite ofthyfelfy is fliock’d, and mourns within thee t 
But wonder not that Nlnus from the tomb 
Indignant rifes on this feat of guilt ; 

He comes to break the horrid nuptial tie, 

Wov"n by the furies, and expofe to light 
UnpunifliM crimes 5 to fave his font from inceft: 

He fpeaks to, he expedis thee : know thy father. 

For thou art Ninias, and the queen^'s thy mother, 
ARSACES, 

Thou baft o’er pow’rd me in one dreadful moment 
With fuch repeated wonders, that I ftand 
Aftonifli’d, and the night of death furrounds me. 

Am I his fon, and can it be ? 

OROES, 

Thou art : 

Ninus, the morn before he dy’d, forefaw 
His end approaching 5 knew the deadly draught 
Which he had drank was minifter’d to thee 
By the fame hand, and, dying as thou wert, ' 
Withdrew thee from this wicked court : for Affur 
Had poifon’d thee that he might wed thy mother, ' 

Thought 
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SEMI RAMIS, 


Thought to exterminate the royal race. 

And open thus his pailage to the throne : 

But whilft the kingdom mourn’d thy lofs, Phrad’ates, 
Our faithful friend, fecreted and preferv’d thee y 
With fkilful hand the precious herbs prepar’d, 

O^er Perfia fpred by her benignant God, 

Whofe wondVoos pow’r drew forth the latent venom 
From thy parch’d limbs : his own Ion dying, you 
Supply’ d his place, and ftill wert call’d Arfaces*. 

He waited patient for fome lucky change. 

But the great judge of kings had otherwife 
Determin’d i truth at length defcends from heaven. 
And vengeance rifes from the tomb. 

ARSACKS. 

OGodf 

Enough already haft thou try’d thy fervant, 

Or muft I yield that life which you reftopd ? _ 

Yes : I was born midft grandeur, fhame, and horror 
My mother — Ninus ! O what deadly purpofe . 

But if the traitor Aflur was alone 

To blame, if he — 

O R O E S . [Giving him the letter., 
Behold this paper herc;». 

Top faithful witneft of her guilt, then fay 
If yet a doubt remainst. 

,• ’ ARSACEl 


Hafte, give it me, 

And clear them all. [He reader. 

Ha ? Ntnus to Phradatn: 

I dt£ hy folfon^ guard my Nimas tvellj 
Defend him from his foes : my guilty %vife 

OROES. 

Need’ll thou more proof? this witnefs came from 
thee. 

Hehadnoi finifli’d 5 death, thoufee’il, broke off 
Th’imperfeiSt fcroll, and ftopp’d his feeble hand | 
Phradates hath unfolded all the reft, 

Read this, and learn the whole. 

[Gi/es him another papers , 
It is enough 

That Ninus hath commanded thee, he guides 
Thy fteps, and leads thee to the throne, but fays 
He muft have blood. 

.^ARSACES. [after reading the paper* 

O day of miracles. 

And you ye dreadful oracles from hell. 

Dark as the tomb which I muft vifit, how 
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Shall I unveil your fecret purpofes. 

When he who is to make the facrificc 

Knows not his vi£iim ! Who fliall guide my choice ? 

I tremble at it. 

OROE$« 

Tremble for the guilty. 

Amidft the horrors that opprefs thy foul. 

The gods will guide thee i deem not thou thy/elf 
A common mortal, from the race of men 
Thou art diftinguifli’d, fet apart by heaven. 

And noted by its fignature divine. 

Walk thou fecure, tho’ night conceals thy fate. 

The gods of thy great anceftors employ thee 
But as their inftniment, what right haft thou 
To litigate their pow'r, and tooppofe 
Thy mafters ? Sav^ from death, as thou haftbee% 

Be thankful ftill 5 complain not, but adore. 

SCENE IIL 

ARSACES, MITRANES. 
ARSACES. 

I cannot reconcile this ftrange event : 

Semiiamis my mother ! can it be ? 

MITRANES. 
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MITRAKES, • ' [entering m haffce* 

My lord, the people in this hour of terror 
Demand their king : permit me firft to hail thee 
The huiband of Semiramis, and lord 
Of Babylon : the queen is haffing hither 
In fearch ofthee; I blefs the happy hour 
That gave her to thee : ha ! not anfwer me F 
Defpair is in thy looks, thy lips are clos’d 
In dreadful filence, thou art pale with terror. 

And thy whole frame’s diforder’d: what has pafs’d I 
What have they faid ? 

ARSACBS. 

ril fly to Azema* 
MITRANES. 

Amazing! can it be Arfaces ? % 

A queen’s embraces > fcom her ‘proffer’d; love i; 

Infult her choice j the royal hand that fpte’d • 

Kings for thy fake ! thus are her hopes betray’d ? 
ARSACES. 

Gods! ’tis Semiramis herfelf; ONinus, 

Now let thy tomb in its dark bofoiii hide 
Her crimes, and me ! 

■SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

SEM.IRAMIS, ARSACES. 

S-EMIRAM-IS. : 

Arfaces, ail is ready ^ 

We want but tbee, great mafler of the worlds 
Whofe fate, like mine, depends on thee ; O hafte. 
And make our blifs complete ! with joy I fee 
Thy brows encircled with that facred wreath : 
Theprieft, I know, was by the gods commanded 
To crown thee with it ; heav’n and hell at once 
Approve my choice, and by thefe figns confirm it i 
Afliir’s feditious party, ftruek with awe 
And holy revVence, tremble at my prefence 5 
Ninus, at length propitbus, hath requir’d 
A facrifice, O hafte, and give it him. 

That we may foon be blefl : the people^s liearts^ 

Are all with us^ and Aflur’s threats are vain» 

- ARSACES. , 

[walking about with great emotioa,. 
Afliir F away I in his perfidious blood 
The parricide — we will revenge thee, Ninus, , 

SEMIRAMIS. 

do I hear ? juft heav’n ! fpeak’ft thgu of him, 
"Of Ninus i 


ARSACES. 
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ARSACES. 

Said’fl: thou not, his guilty hand 
(coming to himfelf.) 

Had Abed— to arm againft his queen ! the flave^ 
That was enough to make me hate him. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Hafte then, 

Receive my hand, and thus begin thy vengeance. 


ARSACES. 

My father ! ' , 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Ha ! what looks are thofcj Arfaces ? 

Is this the foft fubmiflive tender heart 
Which I expeSed from thee, when I gave 
My wUling hand ? That fearful prodigies,. ' / 

And fpe6lres rifmg from their dark domain, 

Shou’d leave the marks of horror on thy foul. 

Alarms me not, I feel them too, but lefa 
When I behold Arfaces : do not thus 
O’erfpread this faireft dawn of happinefs 
With forro w^s gloomy fliade, but Aiil appear . 

Such as thou wert when trembling at my feet, 

Leaft Affur e’er fhou’d be thy mafter ; fear 

Nor him, nor Ninus and his angry ihade 5 ^ 


liil’t ■ 


fe| ,j 
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Ip:; 

My dear Arfaces, thoii art my fupport. 

Hi 

I ’i’' ■: ■; 

My lord, my hufband. 

arsaces. 


[turning afide from !ier« 

i 

’Tis too much, O flop : 


Her guilt o’erwhelms me. 


SEMIRAMIS.. 


How his foul’s difturh’d ! 


Alas ! he vrarits that peace which he bellow’d 

1 1 1 ■ 

On me. 

1 

jA.RSACES»* 

1 'llr'''' 

Semiramis — — 


SEMIRAMIS* 

■ ' "'I:; 

What woud’ft thou ? fpeak* 

'i 

; ,J j; 

arsaces. 

i '1' 

ir I'js 'V 

fp 

Icannobi leave me, leave me: hence! begone. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Amazing ! leaVe thee ! can I e’er fbrlake 

* 

‘1 i w "' f. 

Arfaces ? O explain this myft’ry to me. 

And eafe my tortur’d foul : it makes us both 

- V‘i4‘' 

Unhappy : — ha ! defpair is in thy afpedl j 


'rhou chiH’ft my Veins with horror, and thy ^es 

'’1 

Are dreadful j they affright me more than heav’n 

And hell united to oppofe ray vows : 


Scarce can my trembling lips pronounce, I love thee: 

!- Vv- 

\ 

_ Some 
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Some powV invifible now leads me on 
Towards thee, now witholds me from thy arms^ 
And mingles, how I know not, tend’rell love 
With fentiments of horror and defpair* 
AKSACES. 

Hate me, abhor me* 

SEMIRAM.IS* 

Can’ll thou bid me hate thee ? 
Cruel Arfaces, No : I Hill mull trace 
Tliy footfteps. Hill my heart mull follow thine : 
What is that paper which thou look’ll: on thus 
With horror, whilft, thy eyes are bath’d in tears^ 
Does that contain a reafon for thy coldnefs ? 

ARSACES. 

It does. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Then give it me. 

ARSACES. 

I mull not : dar’jQb thou— 
SEMIRAMIS. 

ril have it« 

ARSACES. 

Leave to me that dreadful fcroll. 

To thee ’twere fatal, I have ufe for it. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Whence came it? 


ARSACES. 


im 


SEMI RAMIS. 

AKSACES, 

From the gods* 

SEMIRAMIS, 

And wrote by whom ? 
ARSACES. 

Wrote by my father. 

SEMIRAMI’S* 

Ha ! what fay ’ft thou ? 
ARSACES. 

' Tremble. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Give it mcj let me know at once my fate. 

ARSACES. 

Urge it no more ^ there’s death in ev’ry line. 
SEMIRAMIS. 

No matter : clear my doubts, or I Ihall think 

That thou art guilty. 

ARSACES. 

Ye immortal pow’rs 

That guide our fteps, it is to your decrees 

That I fubmit. 

« . SEMIRAMIS. 

For the laft time, Arfaces, 

I here command thee^ liften, and obey. 

ARSACES 


BE M l RAM IS. 

I A K S A C E S, [giving her the letter* 

O may tliy juilicej heaven, be fatisfy’d ! 

, And this the only pimifliment that e'er 
Shall be inflifted on her ! now 'tis paft^, 

' And thou wilt know too much* . ' ■ ' 

I ■ tSiiereads-» 

; ; ^SEMIKAMIS. ■ [to Otanes/ ■ 

} What do I read? 

' Siipportme^ or I die,’ 

j IShe faints* 

I * , ARSACES. 

a ^ ' ' ■ " 

She fees it alL 

SEMIRAMI S, [coming to hcrfelfj, after a long illcr*ci^«s 
; Delay not, but fulfil thy defiiny : 

; Punifli this guilty> this unhappy wretch, 
i And in my blood waih out the deadly fein. 

■ Nature deceiv'd is horrible to both, 

: Revenge thy father, firike, and punifh 
: ARSACESv 

I No ; let the facred charaSer I bear, 

1 The name of fon, preferve me from that crime ! 
Much rather wou'd I pierce theheart of him 
Who ftill reveres thee, the poor loft Arfaces* 

SEMI RAMIS* [kneeimg. 

; Be cruel as Semiramis, £he felt 
‘ No pity, therefore be the fon of Ninus, 

I And take my life : thou wilt not | nay, thy tears 

Ty’n 
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Evhi mix with mine*: O Niaias, ’tis a day 
OfhorrorSj yet there’s pleafure in this pain* 

Before tliougiv’ftme what I have deferv’d^ 

The ftroke of death," let nature’s voice be heard : 

O let a guilty mother’s tears bedew 
That dear that fatal hand. 

ARSACES. 

I am thy fon, 

®Tis not for thee, whate’er thy guilt, to fall 
Thus at my feet : O rife, thy Ninias begs. 

He loves thee ftill, ftlll vows obedience to thee, 
Refpedi and pureft love : confider me 
As a new fubjeft, only more fubmiffive, 

More humble, than the reft ; I hope, .more dear® 
Heav’n that reftores thy fon is fure appeas’d : 

The gods who pardon theereferve their vengeance 
For AiTur, leave him to his fote, 

■ SEMXRAMIS... 

■ , Receive.. 

My crown .aitd fceptre,. I have much difgrac’d themr, . 
AR^SACES., 

Still, I befeech you, hold me ignorant 
Of all, and let me with the, world adore you^ ; 
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SEMlRAMli 
O BO : my guilt’s too flagrant. 

ARSACES. 

But repentance 


May blot It out. 


SEMIRAMIS. 


Ninus hath giv’n to thee 
The reins of empirej thou muft not ofxend 
His venseful fpirit. 

ARSACES. 

O it will relent 

At thy remorfe, and foften at my tears. 
Otancsj in the name of heav’n, prefervei 
My mother, and conceal the horrid fecret. 
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End of the Fourth Act. 


A C T V. S C E N E L 

SEMTKAMIS, OTANES: 
OTANES. 

0 »T was feme god that frinird propitious on thec-i^ 
Who thus prevented thefe abhorred nuptials j 
Whilft nature fliudder’d at th^ approaching danger, 
Gave thee a fon, and fav’d thee thus from incelE 
Von. II . ' G ' Th 
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The oracles of Ammon, and the voice 
From hell, thefliades of Ninus, all declare 
The day appointed for thy fecond marriage 
Should end thy forrows, but they never faid 
That marriage e’erihouM be accomplifli’d : No : 
The nuptials were prepar'd : thou haft fulfill'd 
Thy deftiny : thy fon reveres thee ftil! : 

Mild is the juftice of offended heav'n. 

Which only afks a private facrifice ; 

This day Scmiramis.ihali ftiil be happy. 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Alas ! there is no happinefs forme, 

Otanes : Ninias fmiles indeed upon me : 

A mother's forrows for a time will plead 
More ftrongly with him than the blood of Ninus, 
And my paft crimes j but foon his tendernefs 
And filial love may change perhaps to wrath 
And fierce refentment for a murtlier'd father. 
OTANES. 

What fear’ft thou from a fon ? what dire prefage— 
SEMIRAMXS. 

Fear is the natVal puniftiment of guilt, • 

And ftill attends it: this detefted AiTur, 

Has he attempted aught, fay, docs he know 
What pafs’d of late, and who Arfaces is ? 


OROES. 


OTANES. 

The dreadful fecretffill remains unknown^ 

The fliade of Niiius is by all rever’d > 

But how to cornprehend the oracle 
They know not; how they muft avenge his ajflies 
How ferve his fon — the minds of men are ilrruck 
With wild afionifliimentj in lilcnce now 
They wait the hour when the felf-open’d tomb 
Shall banifh all their fears, and make ’em happy» 
Mean time the foldlers are in arms, the people 
Croud to the altars ; wretched Azema, 

Trembling and pale, with terror in her looks. 
Walks round the tomb, and lifts her hands to heav^ 
Whilft Ninias ftands aftonifh’d in the temple, 
Prepar’d to ftiike his victim yet unknown ; 

The gloomy Affur meditates revenge, 

Unites the remnants of his fcatter’d party. 

And forms fome dark defign. 

SEMIRAMIS., 

I have kept fair 
Too long already with him : feize the traitor, 
Otanes, bear him to my fon in chains ; 

Ninias fliall foon appeafe eternal juffice, 

G 3 
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At leaft with Aflur’s bloody my vile accomplicCi. 
Ninus, thou fee’ll I am a mother Hill : 

Thou fee’ll my heart, O take it, take it all. 
And may it rife a grateful facrifice ! 

Ha ! who approaches with fuch hafcy Heps ? 
How evVy thing appalls my fluttVing foul ! 


S C E N E IL 

SEMIKAMIS, AZEMA> OTANES. 
AZEMA. 

O Qiieen, forgive me if I come uncalFd ^ 

But terrors worfe than death have forc’d me thus 
To clafp thy knees, and beg thy royal mercy~ 
SEMIEAMIS. 

What woud’ft thou, princefs ? fpeak. 

AZEMA. 

To fnatch a herp 

From inftant clanger, flop a traitor’s handj, 

And fave Arfaces. 

SEMIRAMIS. 


Ha ! vdiat hand ? Arfaces ! 

'azema. 

He is thy hufband, Azema’s betray’d, 
lie lives for you alone j no matter-— 


SEMIRAMIS* 
My luiiBand ! gods ! 


He 

AZ EM A. 
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ASEMA- 

The facred tie that binds you— 
SEMIKAMIS. 

The tie is dreadfuls Impiaus, and abhorr’d ; 

Arfaces is — but fpeakj go on | I tremble : 

What dangers ? haflcj and tell me* 

A2:eMA. 

Weil thou know'ftj 

Perhaps this very momenta .whilfi: I afk 
Thy aidj perhaps — 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Well, what? 

AZ EM A ^ • 

That demi-god 

Whom we adore demands the facrifice 
Within the dreary labyrinths of the tomb : 

What are the crimes Arfaces muft atone for 
I know not 

SEMIHAMIS. 

Crimes ! juft heavn ! 

AZEMA. 

But impious Aflur 

Hath fworn to violate that facred place 
Which mortals dare not enter. 

SEMIKAMIS* 

Ay ! indeed ! 

Hath Aflur fworn It ? 

G3 
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AZEMA. 

In the dead of ni ght 
The wJly traitor had long fmce fecur’d 
A fafe retreatj if e^er occafion calPdu 
Within the fecret windings of the tomb^ 

Where now he means to do the bloody deed^ 

To brave the powVs of hell, and wrath of | 
With facrilegious hand he wou^d deftroy 
The generous Arfaces, 

SEMIRAMIS. 

Heaven/ what fay 'It thou ? 
By what deteiled means i 

AZEMA. 

Believe a heart 

By love enlighten’d, and by love infpirM f 
I know the traitor's rank envenom'd hatred, 

Mark'd how the trembling faSion by his zeal 
Reviv'd 5 I pry'd into their fecret councils. 

Pretended to unite his caufe with mine. 

And join our int'refts 5 I have look’d into him, 
Have wrefted from^ his heart the fatal fecret. 

Boldly he marches on, and hopes to pafs 
Unpunifh'd : well he knows that none dare enter 
That holy place, not Oroes himfelf ; 

Thither he's gone : mean time his flaves report 
Arfaces is the victim that muft die 


For 
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For BabyloB, and Nlmis in his blood 
Shail fatiate his revenge: the nobles meet. 

The people murmur 5 Ninus, AfTar, heavhi, 

Are all incens’d : I tremble for Arfaces, 

SEMIRAMIS. 

My dearefl Azema, heav’n fpeaks by thee : 

It is enough : I fee v^hat muft be done, 

Repofe thyfelf with fafety on a mother j 
Daughter, our danger is the fame 5 go thou. 

Defend thy hufband, I will fave my fbn# 

AZEMA. 

Oheav’n! 

SEMIRAMIS. 

I meant to wed him, but the gods 
In mercy, have forbad it : they infpire 
A haplefs mother now : — but time is precious ; 

Go : leave me here, and in my name command 
The nobles, priefts, and people, to attend me* 

[Azema goes into the porch of the temple, and Semiramis 
advances, towards the tomb. 

Thou lhade ofNinus, lo ! I fly t’avenge thee; 

The hour is come when thou didft promife me 
Admittance to thy tomb 5 I have obey’d thee. 

Call’d by thy voice, behold me here to fave 
My fon. Ye guards that wait around my throne 

G 4 Approach." 
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A.pproach ; henceforth Arfaces is your king ; 

No more obedient to Semiramis, 

Obferve his laws, to him the fov^reign powV 
I here refign ^ be you his fubje£i:s nowj 
A.ad his defenders. 

[Guards appear, and range themfelves on each fide at tht 
further part of the ftage. 

Gracious heavhi ! protedl: me^ 

[She goes inm tht touib. 

SCENE III. , 

AZEMA. 

[returning from the porch of the temple to the front of the i^age^ 
What can file purpofe ? O it is too late 
To fave him now 5 I know not what to think : 

^Tis wond'rous all } O ^tis a dreadful moment, 
Arfaces ! Ninias ! ye immortal powers 
Who guide our fate, O fay, did you reftore 
My lov^d Arfaces but to fnatch him from me ? 

SCENE W. . 

AZEMA, NINIAS. 

AZEMA. 

Ha ! Ninias ! can it be ? Art thou indeed 
Great Ninus’ fon, my fov’reign, and my iuilband ? 

0 


NINIAS. 

O ! thou behold’ft me,. Azema, afhamM 
To know my felf, fprung from the blood of gods. 
And ftiudd’ring at the thought : O ! Azema, 
Remote my terrors, calm my troubled foul. 
Strengthen my arm upraisM t^avenge a father* 
AZEMA. 

Take heed how thou perform'ft that dreadful ofEce* 
NINIAS. 

He hath commanded, and I muft obey* 

AZEMA. 

Ninus wou’d never facrifice his Ton ; 

ImpoiSble ! 

NINIAS. 

What fays my Azema ? 

AZEMA. 

Ne^er flialt thou enter that abhorred place, 

For know, a traitorlies in wait for thee. 

NINIAS. 

' Who lhall withhold or terrify Arfaces ? 

AZEMA. 

Thou art the viSim to be ofFerM there : 

With facrilegious Reps the impious Aflur 

G 5 
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Profanes the iacred tomb, and raflily dares 
To violate its privilege divine : 

He waits thee there. 


NINIAS. 

Good heav’n ! then all is plain i 
I’m fatisfj’d : the vi£i:im is prepar’d ; 

My father, poifon’d by the wicked A^ffur, 

Demands the traitor’s blood : inftrucied thus 
By Oroes, and conduced by the gods. 

Arm’d by the hand of Nirms’ felf, I go 
To punifli the AflafEn : thither led 
By heav’ns eternal jujftice, my weak hand 
Is but the inftrument of pow’r divine ; 

The gods do all, and my aftonifh’d foul 
Yields to that voice which muft decree my fate : 

Spite of ourfelves, our ways are noted down. 
Mark’d, and determin’d : prodigies are fpred 
Around thethrone, and fpirits call’d from hell 
To wander We : but fearlefs I obey. 

Believe, and truft in heav’n. 


AZBMA. 

Whate’er the gods 

tiave done but fills my fimi with fad difmay : 

’Ninus was lov’d by them 3 yet Ninus perifh’d. 

NINIAS. 


S E MI R A MI S, 

NINIAS. 

But now they will avenge him : ceafe thy plaints, 
AZEMA, 

Oft have they chofe the pureft victim^ oft 
Have £hed the blood of innocence, 

NINIAS. 

No more , 

They will defend whom thus they have united ; 
They by a father’s voice exhorted us, 

Gave me a throne, a mother, and a wife. 

Soon {halt thou fee me fprinkled with the blood 
Of the vile murth’rer ; from the tomb thofe gods 
Shall lead me to the altar 5 I obey; 

It is enough : the reft be left to heav’n, 

S C E N E. V. 

AZEMA alone, 

O guard his footfteps in this fatal tomb ! 

Ye powhs infcrutable, whofe blood mufl: flow 
This day ? I tremble for th’event, and dread 
The hand of Affur, long inur’d to flaughter ; 

Ev’n on his father’s afhes may he flied 
The blood of Ninias : O may the dark womb 
Of hell receive and fwallow up his rage ! 

Yc lightnings blaft him ! O illuftrious fhade 


3^33 


.Of 



S E M I R A M I S- 


134 

Of Ninus, wherefore wouM’ft thou not permit 
A wretched v/ife to go with her deaf lord ? 

O guide, fupport him in this place of darknefs ! 

Did I not hear the voice of Ninias mix^d 

With deadly groans ? O wou’d this facred tombj 

Which I profane, but open to my wifces 

The gatd of death ! — I will defcend : — I ~ 

Hark ! the earth fliakes, and dreadful lighthiings fiafc 

Athwart the Ikies : fear, hope, defpair — he conies/ 

SCENE VI. 

N I N I A S, a bloody Iword in his band, A Z E M A- 
NINIAS. 

O heaven 1 Where am I ? 

AZEMA. 

O ! my lord, yoidre pale. 
And bloody, froz’ii wdth horror- 

NINIAS. 

'Tis the blood 

Of the vile parricide : -I wandered down 
Ev’n to the bottom of the tomb ; my father 
Still led me onward thro^ its winding paths. 

He walked before, and pointed out the place 
Of my revenge : there, by th’ imperfedl light 
That glimmerM thro’ the dreary vault, I /aw. 


Or 
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Or thought I fawj uprais’d, the murth’rers fword : ^ 

Methought he trembled ; guilt is ever fearful : ' ■ || 

Twice did I plunge my iword into his heart, 


And with my Woody arm, which rage had ftrengthen’d^ 
Had dragM him in the dull towards the place 
Whence the dim rays of light appear’d; and yet 
I own to thee, his deep heart-rending fighs. 

The mournful founds, imperfeiSl as they were. 

That reach’d my ears, his humble vows to heav’% 
With that repentance which in his laft hour 
Seem’d to poffeis his foul, the hallow’d place, 

The voice of pity, which, revenge once o’er. 

Calls loudly on us, with J know not what ^ 

Of dark myllerious terror, fliook my foul, 

And made me leave the bleeding viflim there^ 

What can this trouble, fhis ilrange horror mean 
That dwells upon me, Azema ? My heart 
Is pure, ye gods, my hands are innocent. 

Stain’d only with the blood you bid me fliied | 

IVe ierv’d the caiife of heav’n, and yet am wretched* 

AZEMA. 

The dead are fatisfy’d, and nature too : 

Come let us quit this horrid place, and feefc 
Thy mother, flie fliall calm thy troubled mind : 

Since Afllir is no more — 

S C E N E' 
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SCENE VIL 


NINIAS, AZEMA, ASSUR. 


appears at a diftance with Otanes> furrounded hy guai'ds, 
AZEMA. 

O heav’n ! he’s there* 

NINIAS. 

Affar ! 

AZEMA, 


O hafte, ye minifters of heav’n, 
Vefervants of the king, defend yourmafter.' 


SCENE VIIL 

0 R 0 E S, the high-prieft, with the magi and people affembled, 
OTANES, NINIAS, AZEMA, MITIIANES, 
ASSURdifaim’d. 

OTANES. 

They need not : by the queen^s command Tve fdz’d 
The traitor, who attempted to profane 
Yon facred monument, and enter there : 

1 fhall deliver him to thee. 

NINIAS. 

Alas ! 

What vidlim then hath Ninias facrific’d ? 

- OROES. 
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OKOES. 

Heaven is appeas^, and vengeaiice now complete* 
Behold, ye people, your king's murtherer* 

[pointing to AjOTiir* 

Behold, ye people, your king’s fucceffor. 

[pointing to Nlnias. 

’Tis Ninias, Babylon’s loft prince, reftor’d : 

He is your fov’reign, know him, and obey. 


ASSUR. 

ThouNinias! 

OROES. 

Ay; ’tishe: the guardian god. 

Who fav’d him from thy rage, hath brought himhlther^ 
That god whofe vengeance hath o’ertaken thee. 
ASSUR. 


Ha 1 did Semiramis then give thee life ? 

NINIAS. 

She did, and pow’r withal to punifli thee : 
Guards take him hence, and rid me of a monfter. 
He was not worthy of my fword ; to fall 
By Ninia’s hand had been a death too glorious. 
The vidtim hath efcap’d me ; let him die, 

Ev’n as he liv’d, with infamy : away. 


ASSUR. 


It is my heavieft punifliment to fee 
Ninias my fovreign : but ’tis pleafure ftili 


To 
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To leave thee more unhappy than myfelf 5 

[SemiraHJis appears at the foot of the tomb, wounded, 
and almofl: dead, one of the magi fupporting her. 

Look yonder, and behold what thou haft done* 

[pointing, to Semiramis* 

NINIAS. 

Whom have I flain ? 

AZEMA. 

Fly, my dear Ninias, fly 

This fatal place. 

MITRANES. 

What haft thou done ? 

OROES. 

[placing himfelf between Ninias and the tomb^ 
Away 5 

And cleanfethofe bloody hands give me the fword. 
That fatal inftrument of wrath divine. 

NINIAS. 

No ; let me plunge it to my heart. 

[He attempts to deftroy himfelf, the guards interpole. 
OROES. 

Difarm him. 
■SEMIRAMIS. ■ 

[Brought forward and feated on a fofa. 
Revenge me, O my fon ; feme bafe Aflaffin 
Has flain thy motlier. 


Has 
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■NIHIAS. 

O unhappy hour; 

Unheard of guilt ! for know, that bafe affalSn, 
lliat monfter was — thy ion : this hand hath pierc'd 
The breaft that nouriih'd andfupported me : 

But foon thou fiialt have vengeance, Ninias foon 
Shall follow thee* 

SEMIRAMI s; 

I went into the tomb 

To fave thee, Ninias | thy unhappy mother — 

But from thy hands Ihave receiv'd the fate 
I merited* 

NINIAS* 

This laft, this fatal ftrokei 
Sinks deep into my foul : but here I call 
Thofegods to v/itnels who conducied me, 

Thofe who mified my ~ 

SEMIRAMIS. 

No more, my fons 
Freely I pardon thee, and only make 
This laft requeft, that thofe dear hands may clofe 
My dying eyes* 

[Hekneeis* 

A mother begs it of thee : 

Thy heart I know was ftranger to the deed : 


O 
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O wou’d that I had been as innocent 
When Ninus dy’d ! but I nave fuft'er d for it. 
Henceforth let mortals knovr, that there are crimes 
OlFended heaven never can forgive. 

O Ninias, Azema, let your bleft union ^ 

Blot out my crimes ; come near your dying mother 
Give me your hands 5 long may ye live and reign 
In happinefs ! that hope ftill gives me comfort, 

And mingles joy ev’n with the pangs of death. 

It comes, I feel it. O ! my children, think 

On your Semiramis, O do not hate . n 

My mem’ry, — O my fon, my fon — tis paft. 
O.ROES. 

Her eyes are funk in darknefs : help the king 
And guard his life. Learn from her fad example. 
That heav’n is witnefs to our fecret crimes ; 

The higher is the criminal, remember. 

The gods inflia the greater punifliment ; 

Kings, tremble on your thrones, and fear their jufticc» 

End of the Fifth and laft Act. 
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f R O M 

SIGNOR ALGAROTTI, 

TO 

SIGNOR F R A N C H I N I, 

ENVOY at FLORENCE. 

On the Tragedy of JULIUS CjESAR, by 
Mr. DE Voltaire. 

SIR, 

I Have deferrM fending 5^ou the Julius Ca^far^ which 
you defir’dj till now, that I might have the plea- 
fure of communicating to you the tragedy on that 
fubjefl:, as written by Mn de Voltaire. The edition 
of it pr-inted at Paris fome months ago, is extremely 
faulty ; one may eafily perceive in it the hand of fonis? 
of thofe gentlemen, whom Petronius calls Dodiores 
Umbratici. It is even fo fliamefully defeSive, as to 
give us verfes that have aot the proper number of fyU 

] ablest 
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lables. This piece, notwithftanding, has been as fe- 
verely criticis’d, as if Mr. de Voltaire himfelf had 
publifh’d it : wou’d it not be cruelly unjuft to im- 
pute to Titian, the bad colouring of one of his pic- 
tures, that had been dawb’d over by a modern pain- 
ter ? I have been fortunate enough to procure a ma- 
nulcript fit to be font to you : you will fee the piaure 
cxaaiy as it came out of the hand of the mafter ; I 
will even venture to accompany it with the remari^s 
which you deiired of me. 

Not to know that there is a French language and a 
French theatre, cannot fhew a greater degree of ig- 
norance, than not to know to what perfeaion Cor- 
neille and Racine Carry’d the drama. It feem’d, in- 
deed, as if, after thefe great men, nothing renaain’d to 
be wi&’d for, and that all which cou’d be done, was 
to endeavour to imitate them. Cou’d one expeift any 
thing in painting after the Galatma of S aphael r and 
yet the famous head of Michael Angelo, in the little 
Farnefe, gave us an idea of a fpecies more fierce and 
terrible, to which this art might be raifed. In the fine 
arts, we do not perceive the void till after it is fill’d up. 
Moft of the tragedies of the great mafters I juft now 
mention’d, whether the feene lies at Rome, Athens, 


or 
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©r Conftantinople, contain nothing more than a mar- 
riage concerted, or broken off; we can exped, in- 
deed, nothing better in this fpecies of tragedy, where- 
in love makes peace or war with a fmiJe. I cannot 
help thinking but that, the drama is capable of fome- 
thing infinitely fuperior to this. Julius C^far is to 
me a proof of it. The author of the tender Zara 
breaths nothing here but fentiments of ambition, li- 
berty, and revenge. 

^ Tragedy Ihou’d be an imitation of great men ; k 
is that which difiinguilhes it from comedy : but if 
the aSions which it reprefents are likewife great, the 
diffiniftion is ffill better mark’d out, and by thefe 
means we may arrive at a nobler fpecies. Do we not 
admire Mark Antony more at Philippi than at Ac- 
tiiim ? I am apprehenfive, notwithftanding, that rea- 
fonings of this kind will meet with the ftrongeftoppo- 
fition. We muft have very little acquaintance with 
human nature not to know, that prejudice generaUy 
gets the better of reafon j and above all, thofe preju- 
dices that are authoris’d by a fex that impofes laws 
upon us, which we always fubmit to with pleafure. 

Love has been too long in poffellion of the French 
threatre, to fuffer any other paffions to fupplant it, 
which inclines me to think, that Julius C^far will 

meet 
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siieet w|th ilie fate of Themiil'ocles, AlcJbladeSj and 
tnanj^ other great men of Athens^ that of being zcU 
mir’d by all mankind j whilft Oftracifm banifli’d them 
from their own country. 

In foirie places Mr. de Voltaire has imitated Shake- 
fpear^ an Englifh poet, who united in the fame piece 
the moft childifii abfurdities and the fineft ftrokes of 
the true fublime. He has made the fame ufc of him 
as Virgil did of Ennius, and taken from him the two 
lafl: fcenes, which are, doubtlefs, the fineft models of 
eloquence which the ftage ever produced. 

Quum flueret lutulentos, erat quod^tollere vclles. 


What is it, but the remains of barbarifm in Europe^ 
to endeavour to make thofe bounds which power and 
policy have preferibed to feparate ftates and kingdoms, 
the limits alfo of fcience, and the fine aits, y/hofe 
progrefs might be fo widely extended by that’ com- 
merce and mutual light which they wou’d throw on 
each other : a refie<9:ion which may be more fervice- 
able to the French nation than any other, as it is ex- 
a<ftly in the cafe of an author, from whom the public 
expeft more in proportion to what they have already 
.received from him. France is fo highly polifc’d and 
cultivated, that we have a riglu to demand of her$ 

not 
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ftot.only that iElie i[hou''d approve^ but that flic feou^J 
-adopt and eBrich herielf with every thing that is ex- 
cellent aj-nongfl; her neighbours : 

Tros Rutulufye fuat, nullo diferimine liabeto. 

There is one obje^flion to this tragedy, which I lliou'd 
not have mentioned to you, but that I heard it made 
by many, that it has but three a£t$ : this, fay the cri- 
tics, is againft all ther rules of the fiage, which re-^ 
t^uire that there fhou’d be exactly £ve. It is certainly 
one of the iiril rules of the drama, that the reprefen- 
ration ihouM not take up more time than the ' reaj 
adion. They have therefore very rationally li^ 
tnited that time to three hours, becaufe a longer wou’d 
Weary the attention p and, at the fame time, wou^d 
prevent our uniting in the fame point of view, the 
different circurnflances of the aclion. Upon this prin--' 
tiple, v/e have divided the play into five a61s, for the 
conveniency of the fpediators, apd of the author alfo, 
who has leifure to bring about, during tJiefe intervals, 
any incident necefiary to the plot of cataftrophe. The 
whole of the objeflion then after all is no more, than, 
that the aflion of Julius Cfefar lafts but two hours 
inftead of three : and if that is no faulty neither can 
the divifion of its a<9:s be asione^ becaufe the 

VoL, IL H' ' fame' 
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fame rule which requires that an a61:ion of three lioun 
iiiou’d be divided into five ads, will require alfo, that 
an adion of two hours fiiou’d be divided into three 
only. There is no reafon wljy, ■becaufe the utmoft 
■extent of the play is limited to three hours, that there- 
Tore we ilioifd i^or make' it lefs ; nor can I fee why 
a tragedy, where the three unities are obferv’d, which 
is intcreiling, and excites terror and compafEon, which 
m £b.ort does every thing in two hours, that others 
do in lliiTC, Ihouki not be equally good. A fiatuc 
wherein the fine proportions and other rules of the 
art are obfei’v’d, is not a lefs fine fiatue, becaufe it is 
of a fmaller {izt than another, made by the fame rulesv 
Idobody, 1 believe, thinks the Venus of Medicis lefs 
perfect in' its kind than the Gladiator, becaufe it is 
but four foot high, and the Gladiator fix. Mr. de Vol- 
taire, perhaps, gave his Ctefar lefs extent than is ufu- 
ally allow’d to dramatic performances, only to found 
the opinion and tafie of the public by an eliay, if \ve 
may give that name to fo fir.ifh'd a piece. Jt wou’d 
have made a kind of revolution in tlie French theatre, 
3 !,nd had been, perhaps, too bold a venture, to talk of 
• liberty and politics for three hours together, to a na- 
Tion that had been fo' long accufccrn’d to fee Midiri- 
dates . fighing ant| whining, when he was jufi; on the 

point 
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point of marcliiiig to the capitoI. We are fiirely 
oblig’d to Mr. de Voltaire for his condudi:. and ought 
by no means to condemn him for not bringing love, 
or women, into his play: born as they are, to infpire 
foft and tender fentiments, they wou’d have play’d an 
abfurd and ridiculous part between Brutus and Caf- 
fius, Atroces Animm : they make indeed fo confpi” 
cuous figures clfev/here, that they have no reafon to 
complain of being excluded from Csefan I fliall pafs 
over the many detach’d beauties to be met with in 
this piece, the ftrength of its numbers, and the variety 
of images and fentiinents fcatter’d throughout. What 
might we not expedl from the author of Brutus and 
the lienriade ? the fcene of the conipiracy is one o£ 
the finefl: v/e have ever feen on any ftage : it hath 
call’d into adtion that which we never met Vvdih before 
but in dull narration. 

^ Segnius irritant animos demifia per aures 
Quam qax funt oculis fubjedla fidelibus, & qu^: 
Ipfe fibi tradit fpedatorr ■ ^ . 

Even the death of Casfar paiTes almoft in fight of the 
fpedators, and thus prevents a recital of it, which how 


* See Horace de Arte Foetica. v, i8o. 
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beautiful foever, mufl: have been comparatively cold 
and languid ; events of this kind> together with every 
circamitance attending them, being already known to 
all the world. 

. I cannot fufiiclently admire this tragedy, when I 
confider what a variety of incidents there are in 
how great the charafters are^ and how finely fiipport^ 
ed : what a noble contrail between Brutus and Csefar ! 
What makes this fubjedl moil difiicult to handle, is 
the great art required, to deferibe, on the one hand, 
Brutus with a favage ferocious virtue, and even bor- 
dering on ingratitude, but at the fame time engag'd 
in a righteous caufe, at leail to all appearances, . and 
conformable to the times he liv'd in j and on the other 
hand, Csefar, fall of clemency and the moil amiable 
virtues, heaping favors on his enemies, and yet endea- 
vouring to deilroy the liberty of his country. We are 
fcongly interefted for both of them during the whole 
adlion of the piece, though it ftiouM feem as if the 
paifions mull hurt and deftroy each other reciprocally 
in the end, like two feveral weights equal and oppos'd 
to each other, and confequently cou'd produce no ef- 
fedl, but that of fending the fpedlators back difgufted, 
and without ajUy Some fuch reflexions moil 

probably 
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probably mduc’d a brother poet to declare, that he 
look’d upon this fubjedl as the rock of dramatic au- 
thors, and that he wouM gladly propofe it to any of 
his rivals* But Mr. de Voltaire, not content with 
thefe difficulties, feems defirous. of : creating more, , by 
making Brutus the Ton of Cs&far; which, however, 
is - founded on hiftory. He has even, by thefe means, 
found an opportunity of introducing fome charming 
fcenes, and throwing into his piece a new intereif, 
which is united to the adtion, and brings on the ca- 
taftrophe. The harangue of Antony produces a fine 
effedf, and is, in my opinion, a model of feducing 
eloquence. Upon the whole, we may with truth 
affert, that Mr, de Voltaire, in this tragedy, has 
open’d a new path, and, at the fame time, trod in it 
with the higheft fuccefs. 


^ M. Martel! i, who wrote leveral tragedies in Italian: he 
made nfe of a new fpecies of rhinnes, in the manner of Alexan- 
drines, a novelty which was by no means favorable to his per- 
formances. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS* 

Julius Cjbsar^ D!£i:ator* 

Mark Antony^ ConfuL 
Junius BrutuSj Prator. 

Cassius, 

CiMBER, 

Dbcimus, 

.Dolabella, 

Casca, 

Romans. 

Lictors. 

SCENE, the Capitol at Rome. 


J> Senators. 


T E E 
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A C T 1. SCENE!. 

CjESAR, ANTONY. 

ANTONY. 

Y e Sj Casfar, tnoii fhalt reign ; the day is corncj 
Propitious to thy- vows, when haughty Pome ^ 
At length fliall knowj and lhall reward they virtues. 
Long time unjiift to thee and to herfelf. 

Shall hail thee on the throne her great avenger, 

Her con^u ror, and her king ; cn An tony 
Thou may ’ft depend, who never felt the fting 
Of envy, but ftiil held thy honour dear, 

^ 4 Ev’n 
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Ev'n as his own : thou know’ft I form’d the chain 
Which for the neck of Rome thou haft prepar’d^. 
Content to be the fecond of mankind | 

Fonder to bind the wreath on Ca^far’s brows 
Than rule myfelf : thou anfwer’ft me with %h% 

And the fair profpedl that elates my foul 
Deprefles thine 5 the mafter of the world. 

The kmg of Rome complains : can Csefar mourn ? 
Can Cjaefar fear ? w’hat can infpire a foul 
Like thine with terror? 

CiESAK. 

Friendfhip, Antony : 

But I muft open all my heart to thee. 

Thou know’ft that I muft leave thee, fate decrees 
We muft tranfport our arms to Babylon, 

To wafli out, in the favage Parthian’s blood. 

The fliame of CralTus, and the Roman people : 

My touring eagle to the Bofphorus 

Shall wing his way, my faithful legions wait 

But for the royal wreath around my brows. 

The wifli’d for fignal : wherefore fliou’d not Cjefar 
Subdue a kingdom Alexander conquer’d ? 

The Rhine fubmitted, why ftioti’d not Euphrates 
To Casfar’s arms ? that hope iball animate 
The bofom of thy friend, yet blinds him not | 

Fortune, 



' J U L I U S C iE S A R. ' I.SS 
Fortune perhaps, grown weary of her favours. 

At length may leave me ; Pompey flie betray’d. 

And may quit Caefar tooj the deepeft wifdom 
Is oft deceiv’d : where faiftion reigns, our fate 
Sufpended hangs, as on the battle’s edge, 

’Tis but a ftep from triumph to difgrace. 

Cagfar, thou knov/fl, thefe forty years hath ferv’d, 
Commanded, conquer’d, feen the fate of empires - 
Lodg’d in my hands, and trull: me, Antony, 

In ev’ry adlion the decifive ftroke 
Depended on a moment : but whate’er 
Chance may bring forth, my heart has nought t® . 
fear, 

Csefar fliall conquer without pride, or die 
Without complaint but from thy tender friendfliip 
One precious boon I mufl: demand of thee j 
My children, Antony, will find a friend, 

I hope, in thee : I hope that Rome, by me 
Defended, and by me fubdu’d, v/ill own 
Thy pow’r 5 thoufliak, with my fons, enjoy 
The name of king, and rule o’er a!I mankind | 
Remember, ’tis the laftrequefti make. 

That thou wilt be a hither to my children j 
I all not for thy oaths, thofe idle fureties 
Of human faith, thy promife is fufficient| 

H 5 For 
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For purer is. thy word than fa cred altars. 

Oft ftain’d vAth human perjury and falfeliood^ 

ANTONY. . 

It was enough to leave thy Antony, 

. And feek for death in foreign climes without him ; 

^ To Afia’s plains, when glory calls my friend. 

That I muft flay in Italy to plead 
I\iy Cscfar’s caufe but it ailiicrs me more. 

To fee thy noble heart dejected thus, 

Diil-rufling fortune, and prefeging ills 

That ne’er may happen : wherefore talk’ll thou thus,. 

Of 4ntony’s dividing with thy fons, 

Thy fortunes, and thy fame ? thou haft no font 
But thy Oclavius, no adopted heir, 

C^SAR. 

I can no longer hide from thee, my friend. 

The griefs that prey upon a father’s heart jy 
Octavius, by the laws, is made the fon 
OF Cmfar’s choice, I have appointed him 
My fuccelTor ; but fate (or ihall I call it 
Propitious, or unkind I know not which) 

Hath made me father to a real fon, 

One whom I love with tendernefs, alas ! 

But 111 repaid by him. 


A N TONY, 
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ANTONY. 

Can there be one 
So bafe and fo ungateful, fo unworthy 
The noble blood from whence he fprang ? 

CiESAR. 

Attend, 

And mark me well : thou know’ll th’ unhappy Brutus, 
InflrusSted in the fchool of favage virtue 
By the ftcrn Cato, he whofe furious seal 
Defends our antient laws, the rigid foe 
Of arbitrary pov/h, who, ftill in arms 
Againll me, gives my enemies new hope 
And new flipport, who in TheiTalia’s plains 
V/ as late my captive, whofe life twice 1 fav’d, 

Spite of himfalf, was born amengfl my fees, ' 

And bred up far trom me. 

ANTONy. 

Cou’d B ru tus, ecu’ d- 

CiESAR* 

Believe not me, but read this pnpeA , ■ f 

ANTONY. 

Gods ! 

The fierce Servilia ! Cato’s haughty filler ! 

'C^S^R. 

jf#' 
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CiESAR, 

The fame i a private marriage made us one« 

Cato, when firft our public difcord rofe, 

Indignant forc'd her to another's arms. 

But her new hufband, on the very day 
That he efpous’d her, dy’d 5 and C£efar’s Ton 
Was brought up in the name of Brutus, ffill 
Was he referv'd, ye gods, to hate his father ! 

But read, this fatal fcroll will tell thee all* 

ANTONY. [Reads tlie paper, 
Caifar^ ldu% the wrath of heav^n^ that cuts 
-My thread of life^ alone can end my love. 

Farewell: remember Brutus is thy /on :>> 

And may that Under friendjhip for his father^ 

JFl)ich at her laift hour SeYvlliafeltj 

Live in his mind^ and make him worthy of ihee^ 

Has cruel fate to Caeiar giv’n a fon 
So much unlike him ! 

CJESAR. 

Brutus hath his virtues : 

His haughty courage, tho’ it angers me, 

Flatters my pride j I feel a fecret pleafure, 

Tho’ it ojffends me: his undaunted heart 

Rifes fuperior? and ev’n conquers mine y 

• . lam 
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l am aftonifh'cl at him, and his firmnefs 
So fliakes my foul I know not how to blame him| 
When he condemns the arbitrary pow^r 
I have affum’d ; his genius towers above me : 

As man and father, fame bewitching charm 
Deceives me ftill, and pleads his caufe within | 

Or, born a Roman, ftill my country's voice. 

Spite of myfelf, breaks forth, and calls me tyrant 
Perhaps that liberty I mean Popprefs, 

Stronger than Casfar, forces me to love him : 
Nay, more : if Brutus owes to me his life. 

The fon of Caefar muft abhor a mafter ^ 

For in my early years I thought like him, 

Detefted Sylla, and the name of tyrant : 

Myfelf had been like him, a citizen, ^ ^ 

The partifan of liberty and Rome, 

Had not that proud ufurper Pompey ftrove 
To crulh my fame beneath his growing powV $ 
For I was born ambitious, fierce of foul, 

Yet brave and virtuous j if I were not Caefar, 

I wou’d be Brutus“but we all muft yield 
To our condition : Brutus foon will talk 
A nother language, when he knows his birth : 
Truft me, the royal wreath that’s deftin’d for him 
WiH bend the ftubborn temper of his foul : 

F or manners change with fortune ; nature, blood 
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My favors, thy advice, united all 

With inf reft and with duty, muft reftore him. 

ANTONY. 

I doubt it much ; I know his favage firmnefs ; 

The fedl he follows is a fedi of fools, 

Perverfe and obftinate, whom nothing moves, 
Intraflable and bold ; they make a merit 
Of hardhiing minds againft humanity, 

Whilft angry nature falls fubdu’d before them 
To thefe he liftens, and to tbefe alone. 

The horrid tenets which thefe fons of pride 
Call duty, hold dominion abfolute. 

And lord it o'er their adamantine hearts. 

Cato himfelf, that wretched ftoic, he 
Who fell at Utica, that braln-fick hero. 

Who fpurn’d thy proffer'd pardon, and preferr'd 
A ftiameful death to Csefar’s tender friend Ihip, 

Ev'n Cato was lefs Hern, lefs proud, than he 5 
Lefs t6 be fear’d than this ungrateful fon. 

Whom thy good heart wou’d thus endear to thee. 

CJESAR. 

What haft tiiou faid, my ftiend ? thy words alarm 


me. 


ANTONY. 
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ANTONY, , 

I love thecj Csfar, and muft not deceive thee*. 
CJESAR. 

Time foftens all things. 

ANTONY. 

I defpair of it. 

CiESAR. 

What ! will his hatred — 

ANTONY. 

Truft me.. 

CA2SAR. 

We]], no matter: 

I am a father Ri!! : I oft have ferv’d. 

Nay fav’d, my bitt’refl: foes : I-wou'd belov^ 

By Rome and by my fon j my clemency 
Shall conquer ev’ry heart j the world fubdu'd, 

Shall join with Brutus, to adore my powV. 

Thou muft allift me in the great defign 5 
Thou, Antony, didfl: lend thy ufeful arm 
To aid me in the conqueft of mankind, 

Thou too mufl: conquer Brutus ; try to /often 
His fpirit, and prepare his lavage virtue 
For the important fecret which my heart 
Dreads to reveal yet he muR know it foon. 

ANTONY 


i 62 J U L I U S C ^ S a R. 

ANTONY. 

I will do all, but cannot hope fuccels. 

S C E N E II. 

C.ffiSAR, ANTONY, DOLABELTA, 
DOLABELLA. 

Casfar, the fenators attend your pleafure, 

Wait your fupreme command, and crave admittance. 

CJESAR. 

They’ve ftaid too long already j let them enter. 
ANTONY. 

They come, with hatred and four difoontent 
On ev’ry brow. 

SCENE III. 

CiESAR, ANTONY, BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CIMBER, 
DECIMUS, CINNAj CASCA, &c. Liaors. 

C JSi S A R feated* 

Welcome, ye pillars of immortal Rome, 

And, friends to Csefar: Cimber, Decimiis, 

Caflius, and Cinna, and thou, deareft Brutus, 
■^Come near ; at length behold th’important hour 
When Caefar, if the gods fhall fmile upon me, 

Goes to complete the conqueft of the world, 
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To feize the throne of Cyrusj and a^eafe 
Our CraflW angry fhade-: the time ^ come 
When v/hat remains of univerfal empires 
Still unfubdu’d^ fhall yield to Rome and me: 
Euphrates calls j to-morrow I depart* 

Brutus and Cailus follow me, to. Alia 5 
Antony’s care is Gaul and Italy 5 
Cimber muft rule o’er the fubjedfed kings 
Of Betis’ borders^ and th’ Atlantick fea s 
Lycia and Greece I give to Decimus ; 

Pontus to thee, Marcellas , and to Cafca 
All Syria’s wide domain. Our conqiieiis thus 
Protedled, and Rome left in happinefs 
And union, nought remains but to determine . 

What tide Csefar, arbiter of Rome, 

And of the world, fiiall wear:- by your command 
Sylla was call’d Didlator ; Marius, Conful j 
And Pompey, Emp’ror : I fubdued the laft,, 

Let that fuffice ; new empires will demand 
New names j we mull have one more great, , more 
facred, 

Lefs liable to change 5 one long rever’d 
In antient Rome, and dear to all mankind. . 

’Tis rumour’d thro’ the world, that Rome, in vain, 
Wars on the Perlian 5 that a king alone 

■ Mull 
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Muft conquer tlj^re, and only kings caxi rule : 

Casfar will go, but Csefar is no king, 

An humble citizen alone, but fam’d 
For his paft fervice, fubjedl to the wdll 
And fond caprice of an uncertain people. 

Who yet may .thwart- — — * 3'ou underfland me> 
Romans, 

You know my hopes, my merit, and-*-^' my pow''!’* 



CIMBER. 

Ca;far, I’ll anfwer thee. Thofe croy/ns, and fceptres, 
■That world you give us, to the people’s eye, 

And to the fenaie, jealous of their rights, . 

Appear an inj’ry, not a favor done. 

On fuch conditions : Marius, Pompey, Sylk, 

Thofe proud ufurpers of the people’s pow’r. 

Never pretended thus to canton out 

Rome’s conqiiefts, or to diilate thus, like kings : 

We hoped from Caefar’s clemency a gift 
More precious, and a nobler treafure, far 
Above the kingdoms which thy bounty gave. 

C^SAR. 

What woud’H thou alk of Csefar ? 

CIMBER. 

Liberty. 

CASSIUS. 
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CASSIUS. 

It was thy promife ; thou didft fwear thyfelf 
For ever to ^ uproot ^defpotic pow’r* 

I thought the happy moment now was come. 

When the world’s conqu^'ror fhou’dhave made us happy: 
Rome bath’d in blood, deferted, and enflav’d. 

Found comfort in that hope : we were her children 
Before we Were thy flaves I know thy powV, 

And know what thou haft fworn. 

BRUTUS. 

Be Cssfar greats 

But Rome ftill free : the miftrefs of the world 
Abroad, fliall ftie be manacled at home ! 

Rule o’er the univerfe, be call’d a queen. 

And yet be fetter’d ! What will it avail 
My wretched country, and her Tons, to know 
That Caefar has new flaves to trample on ? 

Perhaps the Perfians are not our worft foes, 

We may have greater. Pve' no more to offer. • 

C^SAR. 

And thou too, Brutus! 

ANTONY. ■ , [afde to C^far, ' 

Mark their infolence ^ 

And fee if they axe worthy of thy favour. 

CJE'SAR, 
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CJSSAR. 

And dare ye thus, ungrateful as ye are, 

Abufe my patience, and exhauft my love ? 

My fubjefis all, by right of conqueft mine, ' , 

I bought you with my fword 5 ye fpurnM indeed- 
At Marius, but ye were the flaves of Pompey, 

And only breath till Caefar's wrath, too long 
Reftrain’d already, burfts with fury on you* 

Ye vile Republicans, by mercy taught 
But to rebel, ye durfl: not thus have talk'^d 
To Syila | but my clemency provokes 
Your bafe ungrateful fpirit to4nfult me : 

Caefar, you think, will never condefcend 
To take revenge, this makes you talk fo bravely 
Of Rome and of your country, and afifedt 
This patriot pride, this grandeur of the foul. 

Before your conqueror : to Pharfalia'^s plains 
You fliou’d have brought ^em s fortune now has plac^ 
us 

At diftance from each other : henceforth learn. 

Who knows not how to conquer, muft obey* 

BRUTUS. 

No : Caefar we fhall only learn to die* 

Who begg’d his life in Theffaly ? Thou gav^'fl: 

What was not afk'd indeed, but to debafe us. 

And 
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And we abhor the gift on fuch conditions. 

Obey thee ? No : pour forth thy wrath upon us ^ 
Begin with me j ftrikehere, if thou woud’ft reigii»> 
CMSAR. 

Brutus attend you may retire. 

[To the fenators^ who go ouL 

What words 

Are thefe ? away ! They pierce my very foul | 

Cjefar is far from wifliing for thy death : 

Leave this rafli fenate, I entreat thee^ ilay. 

Thou only can’ftdifarm mej thes' alone 
Caelar wou®d wifli to love : ftay with me, Brutus^ 
BRUTUS. 

But keep thy prdmife, ^nd Pm thine for ever t 
If thouht a tyrant, I deteft thy love 5 
1 ’Will not ftay with Antony or thee : 

He is no Roman, for he wants a king^ 

SCENE* IV. 

CJESAR, ANTONY. 

ANTONY^ 

What fays my friend ? Did Antony deceive him f 
Think'^ft: thou that nature e’er can move a foul 
So fierce, and fo inflexible ? No : leavc;^ 

I beg thee, unreveaFd the fatal fecret 

That ■ 
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That weighs upon thy heart : let hhn deplore 
The fall of Rome, but never let him know 
Whofe blood he perfecutes : he merits not 
His noble birth, ungrateful to thy goodiiefs. 
Ungrateful to thy love 5 henceforth renounce him» 

CJESAK, 

I cannot, for I love him ftilL 

ANTONYo. 

Then ceafe 

I'd love thy pow’r, renounce the diadem, 

Defcend from the high rank v»^hich thou hall borne j . 
Mercy ill fuits with thy authority : 

It checks thy growing pow’r, and mars thy purpofe. 
What ! Rome beneath thy and fufFer Cailiiis 
To thwart thee thus; and Cimber too, and Cinna; 
Shall fenators like thefe, obfeure and low. 

Talk thus before the fov’reign of mankind ? 

The vanquifh’d wretches breath, and brave their 
mafter. 

CiESAR. 

My equals born, they yielded to roy arms ; 

Too much above to fear them : I forgive 
Their trembling at the yoke which they mufl bean 

ANTONY- 
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' A-NTONy, ■■ 

Marius had been lefs Tparing of their blood. 

And Sylia wou’d have punilli'd them, 

C^SAR.' 

That Sylia 

W as a Barbarian, born but to opprels : 

Murther and rage v/ere all his policy. 

And all his grandeur : amidfl fighs and groans. 
And puniilmients and death, he govern’d Rome : 
He was Its terror, I wou’d be its joy. 

And its delight : I know the people well ; 

A day will .change ’em 5 lavifli of their love 
And of I'heir hatred ; both are gaiiiM with eafe ; 
My grandeur galls ’em, but my clemency 
Attraci's ’em ftiil : ’tls policy to pardon 
The foe that cannot hurt us, and an air 
Of liberty will reconcile their minds. 

And make their chains fit eafy : I muft cover 
The pit with flowr’s, if I wou’d draw e’m to it. 
And Tooth the tiger e'er I bind him fafir. 

Yes, 1 Vv^iil pleafe them, ev’n whilft I oppreS,* 
Charm, and enflave them, and revenge myfeif 
On ev’ry foe by forcing him to love me. 

ANTONy. 

You mufl be fear'd, or you will never reign. ■ 

C S A 
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CJESAR. 

In battle only Caefar wou’d be fear’d. 

ANTO.NY. 

The people will abufe thy eafy nature* 

C^SAR. ' 

I tell thee, no '5 the people ^worfliip me* 

Behold that temple therCj which Rome hath rais’d 
To Csefar’s clemency* 

ANTONY. 

' They’ll raife another 

Perhaps to vengeance : thou haft cmk to dread 
Their ranc rous hearts^ fiill cherifh’d by defpair^ 
Cruel by duty, and the flaves of Rome. 

CaiEus alarm’d forefees that Antony 

This day fiiall place the crown on C^far’s head. 

And ev’n before thy face they murmur’d at it. 

^Twere heft to gain the moft impetuous of th€% 
And win ’em to our int’reft : to prevent 
All danger, Csefar muft conftrain himfelft 

Ci5SSAK. 

Cou’d I have fear’d^ I wou’d have pumfk’d them j 
Advife me not to make myfclf detefted 1 
Caefar lias; learn’d to lights has learn’d to conquer, 

But, 


.JULIUS C ^ S A R. ' ■ tji 

But knows not how to punifh : let us henee^ 

And, ftrangcrs to fufpicion and revenge. 

Rule without violence o’er the conquer’d world. 

End of the First Act. 


-ACT IL SCENE L 
BRUTUS, ANTONY, DOLABELL A 
ANTONY. 

T his bitternefs of hate, this proud refufal. 

Breaths lefs of virtue than of favage fiercenefs ; 
Csefar’s indulgence, his high rank and pow’r. 

At leaft deferv’d a milder treatment from you. 

And more complacency j you might at leaft 

Have talk’d v/ith him : did you but know with whom 

You are:at Variance, you wou’d flitudder at it~, 


BRUTUS. 

I fhudder now j but ’tis at hearing thee ; • 

Foe to thy country, which thou haft betray’d 
And fold to Caefar, think’ft thou to deceive 
Or to corrupt me ? go, and cringe to hint. 

Fawn on your haughty lord, I know your arts. 

You long to be a flave 5 you want a king, ' 

Yet you are Romans. 

Von. n ■ '.I ’ ANTONY. 



^■7^ ■ JULIUS C m S A R. 

ANTONY. 

Bmtusj Tm a friends 
And boaft a. heart that loves humanity .* 

I am contented with this humble virtue : 

But thou woud’ft be a herOj yet art nought 
. But a barbarian ; and thy favage pride 
Grew fond of virtue, but to make us loach her. 

SCENE IL 

BRUTUS alone. 

Whatbafenefs, heav’n ! w^hat ignominious ilavcs ! 
Behold, my wretched country, your fupport, 
Horatius, Decius, and thou great avenger 
Of facred laws, Brutus, my kindred blood, 
Behold your fuccefflbrs ; juft gods, are the fe 
The noble reliques of our Roman grandeur ? 

We kifs the hand that binds us to the yoke .5 
Caefar has ravifh’d eVn our virtues from us : 

I look for Rome, but find it now no more. 

O ye immortal heroes, ye w^bo fell 
In her defence, whofe images now ftrike. 

My foul with awe, and fill my eyes with tears, 
The family of Pompey, and thou Cato, ' 

'ThoU laft'of Scipio’s glorious race, I feel 
A lively Tpark of your immortal virtues 
Rebound from you, . and animate my heart ; 


You 
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You live in Brutus ftill, and in his bread: 

Have left the honour of the Roman name 
The tyrant wou’d have ftoFn. What do I 
Great Pompcyj at thy ftatues foot? a paper. 

[ He takes the paper and reads 
Brutus^ thou and Romeos hi chains. 

■ , 0 /:Rome, . 

My eyes are ever open ftill for thee 5 
Reproach me not for chains which I abhor. 

Another paper ! No : thou art not Brutus : 

Cruel refleition ! Tyrant C^far, tremble, 

'Fhis ftroke muft end thee : no : thou art not BruitUy 
I am, I Vvull be Brutus; I will perifh. 

Or let my country free : Rome ftil!, I fee. 

Has virtuous hearts : flie calls for an avenger, 

And has her e3”es on Brutus ; Cie awakens 
My ileeping foul, and fhakes my tardy hand : 

€he calls for blood, andlliall befatisfy'd. 

SCENE IIL ■ ' ■ 

BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CINNA, CASCA, DECfMUs/- 
Attendarus. 

CASSIUS. 

'Tls the laft time we may embrace, my friends,. 
Bury^d beiicath the ruins of his country, 

Caffius muft fall ; Caeiiu* can ne’er foraive me ; 

I Z 
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He knows our hearts, he knows our refolutioa j ' 
Our fouk, untainted by corruption, thwart 
His purpofes ; in us he will deflroy 
The laft of Romans : yes, my friends, ’tis paft | 
Our lawS', our country, and our honour^s lofi: j 
Rome is no more ’; he triumphs over her. 

And o'er mankind ; our thoughtlefs anceflors 
But fought for Caefar, but for Casfar conquer'd ^ 
The fpoils of kings, the fceptre of the v/orJd, 

Six hundred years of virtues, toils, and war^ 

Were fpent for C^far ; he enjoys the fruit 
Of all our dear-bought vldl’ries : O, my Brutus, 
Wert thou too born to crouch beneath a mafter? 
Dur liberty is gone. 

- ■ . BRUTUS, 

It will revive. 

CASSIUS. 

What fay'ft thou ? hark ! did you not hear a fhoiit 
BRUTUS. 

^I'was the vile rabble : think not of them, 
CASSIUS,' 

bid’ll thou fay^ liberty that noife again ! 


S C E .N E 
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SCENE IV. , 

BRITTUS^ CASSIUS, PE CIMUS,. CIMBE It 
CASSIUS. 

Ah ! Cimber^ is k thou ? ipealc, what hath happen^ ^ 
PECIMUS. 

Some new attempt on liberty and Ramcs 
What haft thou fccn ? 

CIMBER. 

Our fhame* When haughty Casfer 
Came to the temple, he look’d down upon us 
Ev^n like the thund’rer, Capitolian Jove 5 
Then proudly told us of his bold deftgn 
Of adding Perfia to the Roman empire : 

The people kneel’d before their idol, calFd him 
Rome’s great avenger, conqu’ror of the world j 
But Caefar wanted yet another tide 
To gratify his iilfolent ambition 5 
When, lo ! amid’ft this fcene of adulation. 

Came Antony, and buftled thro’ the croud 
That flood ’twixt him and Caefar^. in his hand 
A crown and fceptre : when, O fliameful adl, 
Difgraceful to a Roman ! whilft we ftood 
In fiient admiration, unabafh’d. 

He plac’d the crown on Csefar’s head ,* then kneeFdj, 

I And 
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And cry’d oiit> Caefar live and reign o’er 
And o’er the world : our Romanes as fie fpake. 
Turn’d pale, and with their cries tumultuous wrung 
The temple’s vaulted roof ; fome fled with terror^ 
Whilft others blufiiing flood, and wept tlieir fate. 

wdio read refentment in their look’), 

.And indignation but too vifible. 

With well“diflembled modefty, took ofF 
1 he radiant crown, and roll’d it at his feet. 

Inftant the feene was chang’d, and ev’ry Roman 
W eleem’d with fmiles returning liberty, 

Ill-founded hopes, arid momentary joy ! 

Antony feem’d aftonifh’d : Caefar ftill 
Blufli’d and difiembled 5 and -the more he firove 
To hide his’ grief, the more was he applauded* 

By moderation he wou’d veil his crimes, 

Affedis to fcorn the crown, and fpurn it from him : 
But, fpiteof all his efforts to concealrit, " * 

Was gall’d within to hear the people praife him 
For virtues which he never will poflefs. 

No longer able to conceal his rage 

And difappointment, with contracted brow 

He left the capitol, and in an hour 

The fenate muft attend him : an hour hence 

Shall Csefar change the ftate of Rome: thou know’fl^ 
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0 Brutus ! half our fenate is corrupted^ 

Have bought their country, and will fell it now ’ 

To C^far : they are far .more infamous ■ 

Evhi than the people, who at leaft abhor 
The name of king : Csefar, already veftee! 

With regal powV, yet wiihes.for the crown ; 

The people have refus’d him, but the fenate 
Beftcw it on. him: what remains ? ' - ' 

CASSIUS. 

To die ; 

To end a life of misVy and reproach ; 

Fve draggy it on whilft yet a ray of hope. 

Dawai’d on my country, but her lateft hour 
Is come, and CaSius never fhall furvive her. 

Let others weep for Rome, I can’t avenge 
My country’s caufe, but I can perifh with her, ■ 

1 go where all our gods— O Scipio, Pompey, 

*Tis time to follow you, and imitate 
Great ^Cato, 

-BRUTUS, ' 

No : we’H not be followers, 

'But bright examples: theworld^s eye, my friends, "" 
Is' fix’d on us j be it our part to anfwer 
The great expeftance of our bleeding country. 

Had Cato ta’en my coimfel, he bad falFa 

1 4 More 
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More nobly, and the tyrant’s blood had .fiow’d 
Mix’d with his own : he turn’d his blamclefs hand 
Againft hiinfelf j but little did his death 
Avail naankind: Cato did all forgiory. 

And nothing for his country: there, my friends. 
There only err’d the greateft of mankinds 

CASSIUS, 

What can we do in this difaftrous crifis ? 

BRUTUS. 

[Shews the 

^ See what was wrote to me, and iearn our duty. 
CASSIUS. 

The fame reproach was fent to me. 

BRUTUS. 

It ihews 

We . had defervM it. 

CIMBER. 

Quick, the fatal hour 
Approaches, when a tyrant fliall deftroy 
The Roman name : one hour, and all is gone® , 


BRUTUS. 

One. hour, and Casfar— dies. 

CASSIUS. 


What Brutus &ou’d be. 


Ha ! now thou art 

DECTMUS. 
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EECIMUS. 

— Worthy of thy race. 

The fcourge of tyrants j thou haft fpoke the thoughts 
Of my own hearty 

CASSIUS. 

O Bratus, thou reviv’ft me 5 
^Twas what my forrows, what my rage expcifted 
From thy exalted virtue j Rome infpires 
The great defign j thy voice alone decrees 
The death of tyrants : O my deareft Brutus^ 

Let us blot out this infamous reproach 

On all mankind, and whilft Jove’s thunder fleepSy 

Revenge the capitoL What fay ye, Romans, 

Have ye the fame uncojKjuerabie heart. 

The fame deilres I 

CIMBER. 

Cailius,. w’^e think with you, 
Defpife the thought of life, abh<jr the tyrant 
We love our country, and w^e wdli avenge her; ' 

If there’s a fpark of Roman virtue left, 

Brutus and Cailius will revive it. 

EECIMUS. 

Born 

The guardians of the ftate, the great avengers 
Of ev’ry crime, too long th’ oppreffive hand 
Of pow’r hath gall’d us, and ’twere added guilt 

Is 
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To fpare the tyrant, or fufpend the blow : 

Say, whom ihall we admit to fhare this honour ? 

BRUTUS. 

\¥e are ourfelves enow to fave our country* 

Emilias, Dolabella, Lepidus 

And Bibulus, are all the Haves of Crefar, 

Cicero may lerve us with his eloquence, ' 

And that alone ; he can harangue the fenate, 

Eut is too timid in the hour of danger : 

He’ll talk for Rome, but is not fit favengc her : 
We’ll leave the orator who charms his country 
llie talk of praiilng us when we have fav’d it. 

With you alone, my friends, will I partake 
This glorious danger, this immortal honour t 
The fenate arc to meet him an hour hence, 

There Fll furprife, deftroy him there : this fword^^, 
Deep in his bofom bury’d, fii all revenge 
Cato, and Pompey, and the Roman people : 

I know th’ attempt is perilous and bold : 

His watchful guards are plac’d on ev’ry fide : 

The changeful people, fluttering and inconftant,. 

Are doubtful whether they fliou’d love or hate him. 
Death ieems, my friends, to be our certain fate 
But O! how glorious fuch a death will be ! 

How 
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How much to be defir’d ! haw noble is it 

To fall in fuch a caufe, to fee our blood 

Flow with the blood of tyrants 5 with what pleafure 

Shall we behold this laft illuftrious hour f 

Yes, let us die, my friends, but die with Csefar; . 

And may that liberty his crimes opprefs 

Rife from his afhes, and for e^er flouriih ! 

CASSIUS, 

Debate not then, but to the capitol 
Let us away 5 there he has injury us, 

And there ^tis fit he fliouy be facrific’d : 

Fear not the people, tho’ they^re doubtful now> 
Whene’er the idol falls, they will detefl: him» 
BRUTUS. 

Swear then with me upon this fword; all {wear 
By Cato’s blood, by Pompey’s, by the fliades 
Of thofe brave Romans who in Afric’s plains^ 

Fell glorious ; fwear by all th’ avenging gods 
Of Rome, that Cjelar by your hands ihall die^ 
CASSIUS, 

Let us do more, my friends 5 here let us fwear 
To root out all who, like himfelf, Ihall ftrive 
To govern here ; fons,. brothers, fathers, all,. 

If they are tyrants, Brutus, are our foes : 

A true republican has neither fon, , ^ 

Father 
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Father, nor brother, but the coiximon-weal. 

His gods, the laws, his virtue, and his countrf. 
BRUTUS. 

For ever let me join my blood with yours ; 

All link’d together in one facred knot, 

Th^ adopted fons of Liberty and Rome, 

Well feal our union with the tyrant's blood. 

[advaucmg towards the ftatae of Poinpey ^ 
By you, illtiftrioua heroes, who excite 
Oiir duty, and infpire the great defign, 

O Pompey, at tby facred knees, we fwear. 

Nought for ouifelves we do, but all for Rome, 

We fwear to be united for our country j 
We fwear to live, to fight, and die together* 

Let us be gone : away : we've Raid too long* 

"scene V. 

CiESAK, BRUTUS. 

CJESAR. 

Stop, Brutus, I mufi: talk with thee ^ attend : v 
Where woud'ft, thou fly I 

BRUTUS.. 

. From Tyranny, and thee* 

CiESAR. 

Lidlors, detain him. 

BRUTUS. . 

Thou wou'd’fl: have my life, 

C iE S- A 


T ake it. 
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C^SAR. 

No : Brutus, had I wanted that. 

Thou know’ft, I cou'd command it with a word!,, 
And thou haft merited no better fate : , . 

It is the pride of thy ungrateful' heart . 

Still to offend me ; and I find thee here' 

Amongft thofe Romans whofe dark perfidy 
I moft fufpecl:, -with thofe W'ho proudly da rid 
To blame my conduct, and defy my .pow’iv 

Bl^lITUS; , 

They talk’d like Romans, gave thee noble counfei 5; 
Had’ft thou been wife, thou wou'd*ft have follow’d it,. 

CJESAR. 

Yet Fll be calm, and bear thy infolence, 

Will ftoop beneath myfelf, and talk to thee- 
Whatlay’ft thou to my charge? 

. BRUTUS. 

A ravag’d world,. 

The blood of nations, and thy plunder’d country j 
Thy pow’r, thy fpecious virtues that gild o’er 
Thy crimes, thy fatal clemency, that makes 
Thy chains fo eafy, a deftrudbve charm 
To footh thy captives, and deceive mankind'. ^ 

CJESAR, 
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CMSA-R. 

Reproach like this had fuited Pompey well 5. 

He whofe diflembled virtues have betrayed theej 
That haughty citizen^ more fatal far^ 

- Wqu^d not admit ev’n Casfar as his equal. 

Think^ft thou, if he had conquered, his proud foul 
Had left fecure the liberty of Rome ? 

He wou’d have ruFd you with a rod of iro% 

What then had Brutus done ? 

BRUTUS. 

He wou^d have llaixi him# 
CiESAR. 

Is that the fate which Caefar muil: expefk 

From thee? thou anfwePft not. O Brutus, Brutu% 

Thou liv’ft but for my ruin. 

BRUTUS. 

If thou think^ft 

Prevent my fury, what witholds thee ? 

CiRSAR. 

[Giving him the letter from SerylHa* 
Nature, 

, And my own heart : read there, ungrateful, read 
And know whofe blood thou haft opposM to mine y 
^ee whom thou haFft, and if thou dar^ft, go om 

\ - 'BRUTUS'. 
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BRUTUS. [reading^.; 

What have I read ? where am I ? do my eyes 

Deceive- me? ■ :■ 

CJESAR. ; 

Now my foiij my Brutus-* 

BRUTUS. 

Cseiar 

My father^ gracious gods ! 

CiBSAR* 

Ungrateful, yes 
I am thy father ; whence this deadly filence ? 

Why fobb'fl: thou thus^ my fon? Why do I hold thee 
Thus in my arms mute and infenfible ? 

Nature alarms, but cannot foften thee* 

BRUTUS* 

0 dreadful fate ! it drives me to defpair : 

My oaths ! my country ! Rome for ever dear ! 
Crefar— alas ! IVe liv^d too long. 

C^SAR* 

O Ipeak^ 

1 fee tby heart is lab’rlng with remorfe 

And anguifh : O hide nothing from me : ftill 
ThouVt fiient ; does the facred name of fan 
Offend thee, Brutus ? art thou fearful of it? 

Fear ’ft thou to love me, to partake my fortunes ? 

Is Csefar’s blood fo hateful to thee ! Oh 

Thiff 
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This fceptre of the world, this powh' fupremcy 
For thee done, that C^far, whom thou hat"ft:s: 
Defir’d them : with Odlavius and thyfelf 
I wifix^'d but to divide the rich reward 
Of all my labours^ and the name of king.. 

BRUTUS. 


O gods. ! 


C^SAR. 


Thou can ft not fpeafc : thefe tranfports, Brutus,, 
Spring they from hatred, or from tendernefs ? 
What fecret weight hangs heavy on thy foul ? 


Caefar-— 


BRUTUS. 

CiESAR. 


Well, what? 

BRUTUS. 


I cannot fpeak to him* 


CJSSAR. 


Thou feem^ft as if thou durft not call me father^ 
BRUTUS. 


O, if thou art my father, grant me this 
This only boon. 

C^SAR. 

Afk it to give it thee 
Will make me happy.. 

BRUTUS. 

Kill me then this moment,. 
Or wiih no more to be a king. 


C ^ S A 
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CiESAK, 

Away 

Barbarian^ hence ! unworthy of my love^. 

Unworthy of thy race^ thou art no more 
My foil : go, henceforth I difckini thee ; 

My heart fliail take example from thy ov/n^ 

And ftiHe nature’s %^oice ; ihall learn of thee 
To be inhuman : hence, I know thee not* 

Think not I mean again to mpplicate, 

No, thou flialt fee Fve pov/r to crufli you all i 
I will no longer liften to the pleas. 

Of mercyj but obey the laws of juftice i 
My eafy heart is weary of forgivenefs : 
ril afl: like Sylla now', like him be cruel. 

And make you tremble at my vengeance : go. 

Find out your vile 'fed! tious friend's, they all 
Infulted me, and^ali fhall fuffer for it - 
They know what Csefar can do, and fhall find 
What Casfar dare : if I am barbarous. 

Remember, thou alone haft made me fo.,, 

B.-Ru.TF.a. ■ ■ 

I muft not leave him to his cruel purpofe. 

But fave, it poflible, my friends, and C^far* 

,End of the Secono Act* 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

CASSIUS, CIMBER, DECIMUS, CINNA, CASCA, 
with the reft of the Confjpirators, 
CASSIUS. 

At length the hour Is come when Pvome agant 
Shall breath^again fliall 9 ourifh j unopprefVd 
By tyrants, foon the miftrefs of the world 
To freedom and to fame fhall be reftoi^’d* 

Yours is the honour, Decimus, and Cafca, 

Cimber, and Probus, but one hour and Csefar 
Shall be no more : what Cato, Pompey, all 
The powV of Alia, never cou^ perform. 

We, my brave friends, alone fhall execute 5 
We will avenge our country : on this day 
Thus may we fpeak to all m^kind : Henceforth 
RefpeSt the fate of Rom^ for Jhe is free* 

, . CIMBER* 

Behold thy friends all ready to obey thee % 

To live or die with thee 5 to ferve the fenate | 

To take the tyrant’s life, or lofe their own# 

DECIMFS. 

But where is Brutus, Csefar’s deadlieft foe. 

He who affembled, he who made us fwear. 


Who 
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Who firfi fliall plunge the dagger in his breaft^ 

Why comes he not ? the fon- in-law of Cato 
Should not have tarry’d thus 5 be may be firoppM ^ 
C^^far perhaps may know — but fee he comes ^ 

G'ods ! what dejecHon in his afpe£i: ? 

S C E n'e IL 

BRUTUS, the reft of the Confpirators. 
CASSIUS, 

Brutus^ 

What finks thee thus ? what new misfortune ? 

Doth Csefar know it all ? is Rome betray'd ? : . 

BRUTUS. 

He knows notour defign upon his life^ 

But trufts to you* 

BEQfMUS. 

What then hath troubled tliee ? 
BRUTUS. 

A dreadful fecret, that will make you tremble* 

- CASSIUS. 

Csefar's approaching death ! perhaps our own ? 

Brutus, we all can die, but fhall not tremble* 
BRUTUS. 

I will unveil it, and aftonifh thee, ’ 

Csefar thou know'ft is Brutus’ foe ^ I’ve fworn 

. To 
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To kill him, fix^d the time, the place, the moment 
Of his deftrudtion : ’tis but what I owe 
To Rome, to you, and your pofterky, 

Nay, to the happinefs of all mankind, 

And the firfi blow muft come from Brutus^ hand : ■ 
Ail is prepar'd: and now let me inform thee. 

That Brutus, is his fon.- . 

CIMBER. 

ThefonofC^far! 


CASSIUS. 

Hisfonl 

DECIMUS. 

O Rome ! 

BRUTUS. 


Yjss : Csefar and Servili% 
Marry’d in private, Brutus was the fruit 
Of thtir unhappy nuptial's, 

CIMBBR. 


Art thou then 

A tyrant’^s fon ? 

CASSIUS. 

It cannot, mufl: not be t 
Thou art too much a Roman. 

^ BRUTUS, 

*Tis too true ; 

Ye fee my friends the horror of my fate : 
But I am yours^ for facred is my word : 


Which 
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Which of you all hath ftrength of mind fufficlentj 
X\”ith more than ftoic courage^ far above 
The common race of men, to tell me how 
Brutus flroif d a<5i: ? I yield me to your fentence : 

All filent ! all with down cail eyes ! thou^ Caffius, 
Wilt not thou fpeak r no friendly hand ftretch’d out 
To lave me from this horrid precipice ! 

BRUTUS. 

CafEus, thou trembleft ; thy aftonifh’d foul 

cAssiua 

I tremble at the counfel I muft giTc% 


Yet fpeak. 


BRUTUS, 

CASSIUS. 


Were Brutus one amongft th'o croud 
'Of vulgar citizens, I fhou'd have faid. 

Go, be a brother tyrant, ferve thy father, 

Deflroy that country which thou fhoud^ft fupport^ 
-Rome fliall hereafter be reveng'd on both : 

■But I am talking to the noble BrutuSs 

The fcourge of tyrants-, whofe unconquer’d heart 

Hath not a drop of Coefat's blood within it : 

Thou knew'rt: the traitor Catiline, whofe rage 
Was well niG’h fatal to us all. 


BRUTUS; 
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BRUTUS. 

I did. 

CASSIUS. 

If on the day when that abhorred monfler 
LevelFd the blow at liberty and Rome, 

If when the fenate had condemn^ the traitor 
He had acknowIedgM Brutus for his fon. 

How woucFft thou then have adled ? 

BRUTUS. 

Can’ft thou afk me ? 

Think’ft thou, my heart, thus in a moment chang'd, 
Cou'd ballanoc 'twixt a traitor and my country ! 
CASSIUS. 

Brutus, that word alone points out thy duty ; 

It is the fenate’s will, and Rome’s in fafety* 

But fay, haft thou indeed tliofe fecret checks 
Which vulgar minds miftake for nature’s voice,, 

And ftiall a word from Caefar thus extinguiflr 
T"hy love for Rome, thy duty, and thy faith f 
Or ti'ue or fldfe th^e fecret that he told thee. 

Is he lefs guilty, art thou lefs a Roman, 

Art thou not Brutus, tho’ the fon of Cseftir ? 

Is not thy hand, thy heart, thy honour pledg’d 
To us and to thy country ? If thou art 


The 
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The tyrant’s foiij Rome is thy mother fiill. 

We are thy brothers. Born as Brutus was 
Within thefe facred walls, th’ adopted fon 
Of Cato, bred by Scipio and by Pompej", 

The friend of Caflius, what woud’ft thou defirc ? 
Thefe are thy nobleft titles, and another 
Wou’d but difgrace themt what if Cieiar, font ' 
With lawlefs paiTioii for the fair Servilia, 

Seduced her to his arms, and ga^e thee birth. 

Bury thy mother’s follies in oblivion : 

^Twas Cato form’d thy noble foul to virtue, 

And Cato is thy father ; therefore Ibofe 
The ihameful tie that binds thee to another : 

Firm to thy oaths and to thy caufe remain, 

A.nd own no parents but the world’s avengers,. 

BRUTUS. 

My noble friends, to you I next appeal, 

CIMBTR. 

By CalTius judge of us, by us of Caffius : 

Coil’d we think otherwife, of all Rome’s fons 
We were moft guilty : but why afk of us ' 

What thy own breafi: can beft inform thee ? Brutus 
Alone can tell what Brutus ought to do. 
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BRUTUS, 

Now then, my friends, Til 5ay my heart before yoiiji 
VVithall its horrors; O ’tis deeply wounded, 

And tear's -have flow’d ev’n from a ftoick’s eye : 
After the dreadful oath which I have made 
T o ferve my country, and to kill my hither, ‘ 

I weep to fee myfelf the fon of Cseflrr;, 

Admire his virtues, and condemn his crimes^ 
Lament the hero, and abhor the tyrant. 

Pity and horror rend my troubled foul ; 

I wifh that fate you have prepar’d for him 
WouM fall on Brutus : but 111 tell you more, 
Know^ I efteem him, and ’midfP aU his crimes, 
His noblenefs of heart has won ,nie to him : 

If Rome cou’d e’er fubmit to regal powV, 

He is the only tyrant we Ihou’d fpare, 

•Be not alarm’d ; that name alone fe'eures nie, t 
Rome and the fenate have my faith, the welfare 
Of all mankind declares againft a king. 

Yes, I embrace the virtuous talk with horror, 

And tremble at it, but I will be faithful : 

I go to tajk with Ccefar, and perhaps 
To change and foften him, perhaps to fave 
Rome and himfelf ; O may the gods beftow 
Perfuafive utterance on my lips, and powV 


To 
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To move his foul j but if in vain I plead 
The caufe of liberty, if Caefar ftill 
Is deaf to my intreaties, ftrike, dcftroy him, 

III not betray my country for my father ; 

The world, aftonilh^d, may approve or blame 
My cruel firmnefs, and this deed hereafter 
Be caird a deed of horror, or of glory ; 

My foul is not ambitious of applaufe. 

Or fearful of reproach ; a Roman ftill. 

And independent, to the voice of duty 
And that alone I liften ; for the reft, 

’’Tis equal all j away ; be Oaves no longer* 

CASSIUS. 

The welfare of the ftate depends on thee. 

And on. thy facred word we fliall rely. 

As if great Gato and the gods of Rome 
Had promisM to defend us. 

SCENE IIL. 

SKUTUS alone. 

Casfar comes 

Ev’n now to meet me, lis th’ appointed hour. 

And this the place, ev'n in the capitol, 

Where he muft die ; Jet me not hate him, gods I 
VoL, IL K O ftpp 
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0 flop this arm uplifted to deftroy him, 

Infpire his noble heart with love of Rome^ 

And if he is my father, make him juft ! 

He comes : I have iiot powV to fpeak, or move^ 

Great fpirit of Cato, now fupport my virtue I 

SCENE IV. 

C^SAR, BRUTUS. 

CiESAR. 

Brutus, w^eVe met : what wcuMft thou ? haft thou yet 
A human heart ? art thou the fon of Ciaefar* 

BRUTUS. 

1 am, if Caefar be the fon of Rome-. 

C^.SAR. 

Was it for tiiis, thou proud republican, 

We met together ? com^ft thou to infult me ? 

Not all my bounties fhowh'd upon thy head. 

Glory and empire, and a fubjefl world. 

Waiting to pay thee homage, nought can move 
Thy ftubborn heart : w.hat think’ik thou of a crown ? 
BRUTUS. 

I think on it. with horror. 


C^SAR. 
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C-ffiSAR. 

Prejudice 

And paffion blind thee, I exciife thy weaknefs ; 

But can’ft thou hate me? . ' 

BRITT0S. 

No ; I love thee, Cx^far; 

Thy noble deeds long fince inclined my heart 
To rev’rence thee 5 before thou had’it difclos'd 
The fecret of my birth, I wept to iee thee 
At once the glory and the fcourge of Rome : 

Wou^d Csefar be a Roman citizen, 

I ihou^ adore him, and wou’d facrince 
My life and fortune to defend his caufe 5 
But Caefar, as a king, I mufl abhor, 

CiESAR. 

What do^ft thou hate me for ? ‘ 

BRUTUS. 

Thy tyranny. 

O liften to the counfel, to the pray Vs, 

The tears of Rome, the fenate, and thy Ton 5 
Wou’dfl: thou delire to be the firfl: of men ? 

Wou’dfl; thou enjoy a right fuperior far 
To ail that war and conqueft can beftow ? 

Wou^dfl: thou be more than king, nay . more than 
Csefar— 

K z 


CiE'S,AR» 
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What^s tQ be done ? 

BRUTUS, 

Thou feefl: the world enflav’d^ 
Bound to thy chariot, break their chains in funder^ 
Renounce the diadem, and be a Roman. 

CJESAR, 

What haft thou bade me do ? 

BRUTUS. 

What Sylla did 

Before thee i he had waded in our blood. 

He made Rome free, and all was foon forgotten ; 
Deep as his hands were dipp’d in deadly flaughter. 

He left the throne, and wafhM his crimes away* 
Thou had’ft not Sylla’s cruelty and rage. 

Adopt his virtues then ; thy heart, we know. 

Can pardon, therefore can thy heart do more ; 

Tis Rome thou muft forgive : then fiialt thou reign 
AsS Csefar fhou’d, then Brutus is thy fon : 

Still do I plead in vain ? 

CMSAR. 

** Rome wants a maftcr. 

As one day thou perhaps may’fl; dearly prove* 

Brutus, our laws fhou’d with our manners change ^ 
That liberty thou dot’ft on is no more 

Than 
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Than the fooFs right to hurt himfelf^ and Rome, 
That fpred deftrucSion round the world, now feems 
To work her own ; the great Coloffus falls. 

And in her ruin buries half mankind ; , 

To me £he ftretches forth her feeble arm 
To aid her in her perils. Since the days 
Of Sylla, all our virtue’s Ioii| the laws, 

■Rome, and the ftate, are nought hut empty names* ■ 
Alas ! thou talk’ll: in thefe corrupted tiuics 
As if the Decii, and jEmilii liv’d ; 

Cato deceiv’d thee, and thy fatal virtue 
Will but deftroy thy country, and thyfelf | 

Submit thy reafon to the conqueror 

Of Cato and of Pompey, to a father 

Who loves thee, Brutus, who laments thy errors ; 

Give me thy heart, and be indeed my Ton : 

Take other fteps, and force not nature thus 
Againft thy felf : not anfwer me, rhy Brutus, 

But turn thy eyes away ? 

BRUTUS. 

Pm not my felf: 

Strike me, ye gods ! O Csefer— 

C^SAR. . 

Thou art mov^d, 

I fee thou art, my fon | thy foften*d foul 

K 3’ BRU-.TUS. 
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BRUTUS, 

Thy life’s in danger; know'fl: thou that, my father? 
Know’fl: thou, there’s not a Roman then but wiflies 
In fecret to defiroy thee f let thy own. 

Thy country’s fafety, plead my caufe ; by me 
Thy genius fpeaks, it -throws me at thy 
And prefTes for thy welfare j in the name 
Of all thofe gods thou haft fo late forgotten^ 

Of all thy virtues, in the name of Rome; 

Shall I yet add the tender name of fon> 

A fon v/ho trembles for thee, who prefers 
To Csefar Rome alone, O hear, and fave me I 

C^SAR. 

Leave me, my Bruttis* leaye me« 

BRUTUS. 

Be perfuaded* 

■e-^SAR, '■ 

The world may change, but Csefar never will^ 

BRUTUS. 

This is thy • 

CJSSAR. , * 

I am refolv’d | 

Rqine pbey, when Csefar hath determin’d*. 
•'brut-us. 

Th^i hxc thee well. C uE S A X 
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Cu^SAR, 

Ha! wherefore? flay^ my foii^ 
Thou weep’ftj can Brutus weep ? is it becaufe 
Thou ha’ft a king ? d.oft thou lament for Rome ? 

BRUTUS, 

I weep for thecj and thee alone 5 'farewell ! ■ 

[Ejiit; B,,uius. 

CJ3LSAR. 

Heroic virtue ! how I en^y Brutus I 

Wou’d I cou’d love like him the common weal ! 

■ SCENE V. 

CiESAR, DOLABELLA, HOMANS,,, 
DOLABELLA. 

Csefarj the fenate, at the temple met 
By thy command 5 await thee, and the throne 
Already is prepar’d, the people throng 
Around thy ftatues, and the fenate fix 
Their wav’ring minds 5 but) if I might be heard,. 

If C^far wou’d give ear to one who loves him, 

A fellow-foldier and a friend, to augurs, 

To dreadful omens, to the gods themfelves,. 

He WQu’d defer the great event, 

C^SAR, 

Away; 

■ K 4 ■ Defer 
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Defer fuch glorious bufinels ! lofe a crown^ 
What pow'r ihall flop me ? 

DOLABELLA^ 

Nature doth confpirc 

With heaven to blaft thy purpofe^ and foretell 
Thy death* 

CMBAn. 

No matter, Cge&r*a but a mm | 

Nor do I think that heav’n wou’d e’er difturb 
The courfe of nature, or the elements 
Rife in confufion, to prolong the life 
Of cue poor mortal 5 by th^ immortal gods 
Our days are number’d 5 we muft yield to fate i 
Cxfzr has nought to fear, 

DOLABELLA, 

Caefar has foes, 

And this new yoke may gall them ; what if thefe 

Confpirc againft thee !. 

CJESAR* 

O5 they dare not do it, 
DOLABELLA, 

Thy heart’s too confident, 

C^SAR. 

Such poor precautions 
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Wou^d make me look contemptible, perhaps 
WouM do me little fervke. 

BOLABELLA. 

For Romeos fafety 

Cssfar fliou^d live : at leaft permit thy friend 
attend thee to the fenate. 

CiESAR, 

No : why alter 

Our firft refolve ? why haften the decrees 
Of fate ? who changes only fhews his weaknefs* 

BOLABELLA, 

I quit thee with regret, and own I fear. 

Alas ! my heart beats heavily, 

Cu^SAR, 

Away, 

Better to die than be afraid of death ; 

Farewell* 

SCENE VI. 

DOLABELLA, ROMANS, 
BOLABELLA. 

What hero better cou’d deferve 
The homage of mankind ? O join with me, 

Ye Romans, to admire and honour Casfar 
. ' ■ Ks ' 




Live 
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Live to obey, and die to ferve bim—heav^n ! 

What noife is that, what dreadful clamours ! 

The CONSPIRATOES, behind the fceties. 

Die, 

Pie, tyrant : courage, Caffius. 

POLABELLA. 

Fly, and fave him» 

SCENE VIL 

CASSIUS, a dagger in his liand, POLABELLA, EOMANI, 
CASSIUS. 

iThe deed is done : he’s dead. 

DOLABELLA. 

AlEft me, RomanSjj 

Strike, kill the traitor. 

CASSIUS. 

Hear me, countrymen, 

I am your friend, and your deliverer, 

Have broke your chains, and fet the nation free : 

The conquerors of the world are now the fqm 
Of liberty. 

DOLABELLA. 

O ! Romans, fhall the blood 
Of G?efar— ^ — 

CASSIUS. 

I have flain my friend, to ferve 
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The caufe of Rome ; he wou’d have made you flaves^ 
And therefore have I flain him : is there one^ 
Amongfl: you ally fo bafe, ib mean of fouly 
As to be fond of flavVy, and regret 
A tyrant^s lofs? is there one Roman left 
That wiflies for a king ? if one there be. 

Let him appear, let him complain to Caifius s; 

But ye are fond of glory all, I know 
Ye are, and v/ill applaud me for the deed*. 

ROMANS.. ■ 

Perilli his mem’ ry ! Crefar was a tyrant. 

CASSIUS.. 

Preferve thefe genVous fentimcnts, ye Tons 
Of happy Rome, ye mailers of the world ; 

Antony means, I know, to tamper with you. 

But you’ll remember, he was Csefar’s ilave, ‘ 

Bred up beneath him from his infant years. 

And in corruption’s fchool has learn’d from him 
The tyrant’s art y he comes, to vindicate 
His mailer, and to juilify his crimes j 
Contemns you all, and thinks he can deceive you :: 

He huis a right to fpeak, and mull be heard, 

Such is the law of Rome, and to thelaw'3 
I iliall fubmit 5 but in the people Rill , 

, ' ■ Is 



I 2o6 ' J U L I U S C ^ S A R. 

I Is lodg’d the pow’r fupreme, to judge of Csefar^ 

1 Of Antony, and me : ye now once more 

Pofiefs thofe rights which had been wrefted from yoUf 
; Which Caefar took, and Caffius hath reftor’d : 

I He will confirm them : but I go, my friends 
' ‘I To meet great Brutus at the capitol ; 

I, To thofe deferted walls once more to bring 
Long abfent juffice, and our exil’d gods | 

' To calm the rage of faftlon, and repair 
I The ruins of our liberty : for you, 

'Is’l /I afk you but to know your happinefs, 

.i;! And to enjoy it : let no artifice 
V;r Deceive you, but beware of Antony* 

ROMANS. 

If he fpeak ill of Caffius, he Ihall die^ 


ii CASSIUS. 

Ramans, remember thefe your facred oaths. 

ROMANS. 

'' The friends of Rome fliall ever be our care* 


ir ■ 

I ' SCENE VIIL 

I ANTONY, ROMANS, DOLABELLA, 

k ■ ' Fiift ROMAN, 


But Antony appears. 


Second 
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Second ROMAN, 

What can he dare 

To offer? ■ 

Firft ROMAN, 

See, his eyes are bath’d in tears | 

Hark, how hefighs, he’s deq)ly troubled. 

Second ROMAN. 

o. 

He lov’d him but too well. 

ANTONY. 

I did indeed; 

I lov’d him, Romans, wouM have giv’n my life 
Tofave my friend’s; and whoamongftyou all 
Wou’d not have dy’d for Caefar, had you know% 

Like me, his virtues ? to the laws he fell 
A noble facrifice : I come not here 
To gild his mem’ry with a fiatt’ring tale. 

The world was witnefs to his deeds, the world 
Proclaims his glory 5 I but sJk your pity. 

And beg you to forgive the tears of friendfliip. 

Fhft ROMAN. 

Caffus, you might have ihed them for your country^j, 
For Rome in ilavVy ; Csefar was a hero. 

But Csfar was a tyrant too. 

Secoad ROMAN. 

A tyrant Cou’d 




JULIUS- C ^ S A 

Cou’d have no virtues : CaiEus was our friend^ 

And fo was Brutus- 

ANTONY. 

I have nought to urge 

Agalnft his murtherers j they meant, no doubt,. 

To ferve the ftate; whilft generous Caefar pour’d 
His bounties on thek heads, tliey fired his blood | 

But, had he not been guilty, Rome wou’d ne’er 
Have adted thus, he muft have been to blame : 

And yet, did C®far ever make you groan 
Beneath his pow’r ? did he dpprefs his country i 
Did he referve the fruit of all his conqiiefts 
But for himfelf, or did you fhare the fpoil ? 

Were not the treafures of the conquer’d w^orld 
Laid at your feet, and lavifh’d all on you ? 

When he beheld his weeping countrymen, 

From his triumphal car he wou’d defcend. 

To footh rheir griefs, and wipe their tears away.,. 
What Caefar fought for, Rome in peace enjoys; 

Rich by his bounty, by his virtues great ; 

He.paid the fervice and forgot the wrongs 
Which he receiv’d ; immortal gods ! you knew' 

His heart was ever ready to forgive. 

ROMANS, 

CHfar ' was always mefcifal. A N T 0-* 
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■ - AN'TON'Y. ■ 

. Alas! 

Cou’d feis great foul have ever ftoopM' to vengeani:* 

He yet had liv’d, and we had ffill been happy. 

Not one of all his murderers but foafd; 

His bounties} twice had he preferv’d the life 
Of CalTius — Brutus — horrible to think ! 

O, heav’n ! my friends, I flmdder at the cripe*. 

The bafe aflaffin, Brutus, was —his fon. 

romans.. . 

Hi, fon I y. gods! . 

Ifee, it^hocksyourfouls,- 

I fee the tears that trickle down your cheeks r 
Yes } Brutus is his fon : but you, my friends^ 

You were his children, his adopted fons : 

O, had ye feen his will ! 

ROMANS. 

What is it ? tell us;. 
‘ANTONY. 

Rome is his heir ; bis treafures are your own. 

And you will foon enjoy them : O, he wifli’d 
To ferve his Romans, ev’n beyond the grave : 
’Twas you alone he lov’d, for you had gone 
To facrifice his fortune and bis life 
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In Alla’s plains : O, Romans, oft he cry’d. 

You are my fovVeigns, I am the world’s matter, 

And you are mine, Cou’d Brutus have done morej^ 
Or CalEus ? 

ROMANS. 

We deteft them. 

Flrft ROMAN, 

Caefar wa^ 

The father of his country. 

ANTONY. 

But he’s gone j 

Your father is no more : the pride, the glory 
Of human nature, the delight of Rome, 

Cut off by vile Aflallins ^ fball he go 
Unhonour’d, undiftingulfli’d to the tomb ? 

Shall we notraifethe fun’ral pile to one 
So dear, the father, and the friend of Rome ? 

Behold, they bring him here. 

[The further part of the ftage opens, and djfcbvei*s the Iic« 
tors carrying the body of Csefar, cover’d with a bloody 
robe ; Antony defcends from the roflnim, and kneels down 
near the body. 

ROMANS. 

O dreadful fight ? 

ANTONY. 

Behold the poor remains of Cjsfar F once 
The firtt of men, that god whom you ador’d, 

Whom 
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Whom ev’n his muith’rers lov’d, your beft fupport3> 
In peace your guardian, and in war your glory. 

Who made whole nations ti'emble, and the world 
Bow down before him : is this he, ye Romans, 

This bleeding corfe, is this the mighty Casfar ? 

Mark but his wounds ; ^here Cimber pierc’d him, there. 
The peijur’d Caffius, and there Decimus j 
There, with unnat’ral hand, the cruel Bratus 
Deep plung'd the fatal poniard : Casfar look’d 
Towards his murth’rer, with an eye of love 
And mild forgivenefs, as he funk in death 
He call’d him by the tender name of fon | 

My child, he cry’d - 

ROMAN. 

The monger! O that heaven 
Had ta’en him hence before this fatal deed ! 

[The people croud round the body, 

The blood ftill iSows. 

ANTONY. 

O ! it cries out for vengeance i 
From you demands it : hearken to the voice i 


^ The reader will perceive how clofely Voltaire has here 
follow’d Shakelpear, and at the fame time mult obferve how m« , 
ferior the copy is to the great original. 

Awake, 
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JULIUS C^SAR. 

Awake, ye Romans, hence, and follow me 
Againft thefe vile Aflaffins ; the befl: tribute 
That we can pay to Casfar’s memory, 

Is to extirpate thefe ufurpers : Iiafte, 

And with the torch that lights his funVai pile 
Set fire to evVy traitors houfe, and plunge 
Your daggers in th&breafts: away, my friends^ 
Let us avenge him 5 let us offer up 
Thefe bloody victims to the gods of Rome* 

ROMAN. 

We follow thee, and fwear by Caefafs blood 
To be reveng'd : away. 

ANTONY. [to Polabdla* 

. _ We mnft not let 

Their angel: the multitude we know 

Is ever wav'ring, fickle? and inconftant ; 

We'll urge them to a war, and then perhaps. 

Who bell: revenges C^efar may fucceed him^ 

of the TraRB and laft Act^ 





: PREFACE. 

T his tragedy is founded on hiftorical truth, 
A Duke of Britany, in the year X 387 > com- 
manded the lord of Bavalan to alTaiEnate the confta- 
ble of Cliffhn : Bavalan^ the day after, told the duke 
it was done : the duke becoming fenfible of the horror 
of his crime, and apprehenfive of the fatal confe- 
^uences of it, abandon’d himfelf to the moft violent 
defpairi Bavalan^ after giving him time to repent, at 
! length told him that he had lov’d him well enough to 
r difobey his orders, &c. 

The aiSion is tranfported to another age and coun- 
■ try for particular leafons. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA:. 


The Duke of Fom ■ 

•Amelia. 

'VamiRj Brother to the Diike of Foix. 
Lisois. 

Thais, Confidant of Amelia. 

Em AR, Friend of Vamir. 


SCENE, the Palace of the Duke of Foih. 


AMELIA 


A ME. E I ■ A : 

O K, T H E 

DUKE OF FOIX. 

'a 

TRAGEDY. 


A C T I. S C E N E L 
AMELIA, LrSOIS* 

LIS 01 S. 

P Ermit a foHxer, in this feat of warj, 

To ileal a moment from the battlers rage^ 

And greet the fair Amelia j to the king 
Thy noble heart is bound, I fcnoWj by tie^ 
Ofdeareftfriendfhip ; long and faith fully 
Hath Lifois fervM the valiant duke of Foix 
Who holds thee here a pris’ner : well I kmW 
The violence of his pafEon' for AmeKa> 

'Fortfee' 
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Forefee the dreadful confequence, and csme. 

With all the warmth of friendlhip, to advife 
And toconfult, to lay my heart before thee, 

Perhaps ’tis not unworthy of thy notice. 

amelia. 

Thcfealof truth is ever on thy lips, • 

I know thy firm integrity; whate’er 
Thou fay’ft, I Ihall believe. 

LISOIS. 

Know then, tho’ long 

I’ve ferv’d the duke with moft unweary ’d zeal. 
Through years of peril, and unnumber’d toils. 

Yet cou’d I ne’er approve the fatal league 
That bound him to the Moor, and took from France 
The noblefi: of her princes ; in thefe days 
Of public difcord, I have rang’d myfelf 
Beneath no banners but what honour rais’d, 

And follow’d but the diaates of my heart : 

Not that, the flave of prejudice, my foul 
Is Wind to all the errors of a friend ; 

Wi# grief I fee the duke’s impatient warmth, 

Th’ impetuous ardor of his boiling youth, 

I cann^ ^ut my eyes againll: his follies : 

Oft times the torren. which I firive to flop 


Mock? 


Mocks my weak po w’r, and throws down all before it ^ 
But he has virtues that will recompenfe 
His worft of faults : if we muft follow none 
But perfe(3: princes, whofe unbiafs'd hearts 
Are free from ev’ry vice, and ev’ry weaknefs. 

Whom Iliall we ferve ? I love the duke ; and yet 
^Tis with regret I draw the hoftile fworJ 
’Gainfl: France ; I wiia he cou’d be reconcilkh 

AMELIA, 

If that coif cl e’er be done, thy influence bell 
Might reunite them : if he loves, his glory. 

Sure this mifguided prince will liibn to thee. 

How fatal has his error been ! 

LISOIS. 

In vain 

Fve try’d to bend his haughty fpiritj oft 
Have I withharih unwelcome truths attack’d him, 

And forely pierc’d his heart ; but thou alone 
Can’ll bring him to his duty, and Ills king : 

That was my en and here : there was a time 
When on the fair Amelia I had plac’d 
My hopes of bids 5 without abaiement then 
I thought you might have lifen’d to my vows ; 

But heav’n referv’d thee lor a nobler fate. 

VoL, IL . ■ * L 


Whilft 
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AMELIA: Or, 

Whilft I was abfent, by the cruel Moors 
Thou wert enflav’d ; the happy cojiqu’ror came. 

The gallant Foix, and fav'd thee from their rage ; 
His was the glory, his be the reward : 
jHis claims are ftrong, his youth, his rank, and powV, 
His fame, and fer\dces, all plead for him | 

Amelia’s juftice and her gratitude 
Muft bind her to him : I have no pretence, 

And therefore I am filent^ but if merit 
Cou’d make thee mine, I wou’d difpute the prize 
Ev’n with the fons of kings, nor yield Amelia 
To any but to him : he is my niafter, 

My leader, and my friend , he loves me well: 
l am not a half proud half virtuous lover, 

But what I ftill wou’d litigate with pow’r, 

I give to friendfliip : nay, I can do more, 

I can fubdue theweaknefs of my heart, 

And plead a rival’s caufe j point out the path 
Of glory to thee, The w thee what is due 
To that illuftrious hero who preferv’d thee. 

By whom thou liv’fl: : I can behold unmov’d. 

And with unenvying eye, thy charms beftow’d 
On him who beft deferves them : take my heart 
Between you, and accept my honefl: fervicc, 

I'his arm fliall %ht for. both ^ I facrifice 


My 
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My paifions to your int’reft : friendfhip bids mcj 
And I obey; my country too commands : ’ 

Remember^ if the prince is yours, he foon 
Will be the king’s* 

AMELIA* 

Thy virtues, noble youth, 
Aftonilh me; thou giv’il th’admi ring world 
A rare example ; canft thou be fincere ? 

And fure thou art fo, thus to conquer love. 

And give up all tofriendfliip ? all who know 
Muft wonder at thee : thou haft feiv'd thy mafter. 

And can’ft not be an enemy to mine : 

A heart fo gcn’rous fure muft think with me ; , 

’Tis not in fouFs like thine to hate their king. 

Shall I then alk one favour at thy hands ? 

LISOIS. 

Amelia’s orders fhall be ever facred : 

Command, and I obey. 

AMELIA. 

Thy gen’rous counlel 
Hath urg’d me to accept a noble rank 
I look’d not for, and offer’d by a prince : 

The choice, I own, does honour to Ameli^ 

When 1 refledl, that, loilg before he told 

L a ""'y His 
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His love, he fav’d my liberty and life 5 
Foe to his fov Veign, tho’ the rebel Moor 
Hath drawn him from his duty and allegiance^ 
Yet he has pour’d fo many favors on me, 

I cannot bear to hurt him, tho’, in fpite 
Of all his goodncjfs, and my gratitude, 

I mufi: refufe him: his unhappy paflion 
AiHidts me 5 ’tis diftrefsful to my heart, 

For all his kindnefs thus to make him wretched* 
Fain wou’d I fpare myfelf th’ungratcful tafk 
Of faying that I mufl: not hear bis vows : 

It is not for my feeble voice to tell 
A prince his duty ; ’twere a dang.rous pow’r. 
And I am far from wiiliing to enjoy it $ 

Who can diredl him better than thyfelf ? 

Alas ! my lord, Yis not a time for love ; 

The royal army at our gates, and nought 
But war and flaughterall around us ; bloOd 
On every fide ! himfelf again ft my mafter, 
Againft his brother, now in arms ^ all thefe 
Are pow’rful reafons : O, my lord, in you 
Is all my hope j forgive me ; C) complete 
The gen’rous work, reftore me to my king 5 
Let him do that, ’tis all I aik; but add 

eftort more to v;hat thou’fl: done already : 


Thoi 


The duke of FOIX 
Thou haft the ftrongeft influence o’er his heart, 
A firm and manly foul ) a friend like thee, 
Refpedfed and belov’d, mil make the voice 
Of duty heard, his counfels will be laws. 

LISOIS. 

Alas ! thofe counfcis will have little weight 
Againft the palEons that poflefs his foul ; 

His fiery temper gives me too much caufe 
To fear him : he’s inclin’d to jealouSTy, 

And if he hears I had a thought of thee, 

’Twill drive his foul tomadnefs, and perhaps 
Undo us all : he muft be footh’d by art 5 
Leave him to me, and try to reconcile 
Your jarring mtVefis ; weigh his offers welL 
Henceforth I’ll think no more of love and thee, 
But get me to the field, the foldier's duty 
Shall there engrofs me : if thou lov’ft thy country^ 
If France be dear to thee, xeftore her hero. 

And fhe will bleis thee for the deed ; farewell* 
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AMELIA: . 

SCENE IL 

AMELIA, THAIS, 

AMELIA, 

Rellore him, hid he ? what ! at the dear price 
Of all my happinefs ! it cannot be 5 
’Twere infamous and bafe, the worft of crimes, 

THAIS, 

Eut wherefore is the prince thus hateful to you ? 

Why in thefe days of difcord, war, and turnult, 
WhilIHa5:ion rdgns^ and on our royal race 
Erotber ’gainJft brother arms, and evVy hour 
Brings new afflicftlons, wherefore flioa’d Amelia^ 
Whofe gentler ftars for other purpofes 
Had form’d her foul, to love and to be lov’d. 

Why fiiou’d Amelia, with fuch fentiments 

Of fcorn and hatred, meet a hero’s vows 

Who had aveng’d her caufe ? The prince, thou know’it, 

Amongft liis anceftors can boaiS: the blood 

Of our firft kings, and is himfelf a lord 

Of rich domains, and wide -extended pow’r. 

He loves you, offers you his hand ; can rank 
And title, objects that are envy ’d ftili 
By all mankind, purfued wick eagernefs, 


And 


The duke of FOIX. 
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And gain’d with rapture, can thefe only fill 
Thy heart with forrow, and thy eyes with tears ? 

AMELIA. 

Tecaufe he fav’d me on«e, has he a right 
Now to opprefs me ? Miifl: Amelia fall 
A vidlim to his fatal aid ? I know 
Fm much indebted to him, wou’d I were not f 

THAIS, 

Najj that’s ungrateful. 

AMELIA. 



Thou lhalt know my heart, 

My miferles, my duty, and my fate: f 

I will no longer keep the fecret from thee, L ^ 


,Twerc cruel to diftruft thee j when thou know’fi: 

My itory, thou may’ft juftify thy friend. 

I muft not iiften to the prince’s vows. 

For know, my heart is given to his brother. 

THAIS. 

tia ! to the noble Vamir I 

AMELIA. 

Yes, my friend : 

With mutual oaths we feal’d our mutual faith. 

And at Leucate I expeSed him, 

L 4 There 
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There to confirm it at the holr akar^ 

When by the cruel Moors that ruib’d upon ws 
I was furprisM, and made a captive ; then 
The prince, to theie unconquer’d favages 
In firm alliance bound, appear’d, and lav’d me ; 
Therc^s my difirefa i the Hlh r4U)thcn.* fav\i 
Mufl bu devoted to the faithful Vamir^ 

THAIS, 

But why then thus conceal thy paffion why 
Nourifh a hopekfs flame thou fhoud’fl: extinguiih ? 
He wou’d refpect this fi'.cred tie, and check 
His fruitlefs paffion. 

AMELIA, 

O I muft not tell him : 

The brothers, to compleat my forrows, arm’d 
Againft each other, have ta’en different parties 
In this deftruQiVe war 5 the faithful Vamir 
Fights for his king. Thou know'fl: the violence 
Of his proud rival : all I can oppofe 
To his fierce rage is melancholy filence j 
Ev’n yet he knows not that in happier times 
The gallant Vamir had engag’d my heart : 

To tell it him wou’d fire his jealous foul. 

And only make Amelia more unhappy, 

^Tis time to quit this fatal place, the king 


With 
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With pleafure will receive me : let us hence, 

The prlfners, Thais, from thefe walls ev’n now 
Are breaking forth, and meditate their flight: - 
They will conduct us : I defy all danger. 

Will hazard all for freedom and repofe. 

THAIS. 

Behold the Duke. 

AMELIA. 

I cannot ipeak to him, 

The ftarting tear wou*d foon betray me : what 
WouM I not give for ever to avoid him ! 

SCENE III. 

DUKE of FOIX,.LISOIS, THAIS. 

DUKE. [to Thais. 

Avoid me ! fly me ! Thais, flay : thou kiiow’ft 
My forrows, know’ll I love her to diftrailion j 
My life depends on her : but let her not 
Abufe her pow’r, and drive me to dcfpair : 

I hate her cold refpecl, her poor rc-.turn 
Of gratitude to all my warmth of paiflon ; 

Delay is cruel, ’tis the word refufal‘5 
^Tis an affront my heart will ne’er forgive : 
la vain fhe boalls to me her loyal zeal. 

Her fond attachments to her royal mailer^. 

L 5 Tis 
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AMELIA; Kjr, 

^Tis time that all fhouM yield to love and me : 

Here let her find her country and her king ^ 

To me fhe owes her honour, and her life | 

And I owe all to her, I owe my love : 

United as we are by ev’ry claim, 

Wemuft not part, the altar is prepar'd. 

She fhali be mine j go, tell her all is ready^ 

SCENE l\\ 

The BUKE, LIS 01 S. 

LISOIS, 

My lord, remember that our kingdom's fafety 
Depends on this decifive day. 

DUKE. 

I know It 

And am refolv'd to conquer or to die 
Amelia's hufband. 

LISCIS. 

But the foe advances. 

And foon will be upon us. 

DUKE. 

Let him come, 

I mean to fi.ght him ; think'ft thou Fm a coward ? 
Think’ft thou the tyrant lovefeall e'er extinguifli 
My noble thirft of glory ? though fhe hates, ^ 

.She fcah admire me ftiil : flie boalfs indeed 

■ Her 
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Her fov'reign empire o’er my captive hearty 
Bat fliall not blaft my virtue and my fame. 

No: thy reproaches are unjuft, my friend 
Was too fevere ; condemn me not.unjuftly, 

Love ne’er unnerves the gallant fons of France : 
Ev’n from the bofom of facccfs and joy, 

Fearlels they fly to arms, and rufli on death : 

And I too will die worthy of Amelia. 

LISOIS. 

Say rather, worthy of tkyfclf : I think 
To day of nothing but the public welfare ; 

I talk of battles, and thou fpeak’ft of love. 

My lord, Fve feen the army of the foe : 

Vamir, fo fame reports, is arm’d againft us : 

From us, I know, he hath long fmce tvithdrawn 
His valiant troops, I know him not, but hear 
He’s of a noble nature : if his foul, 

Infpir’d by duty, and by glory warm’d, 

Still feels the tender tie that link’d your hearts 
In earlier years, he may affift us now. 

And be the means of making wi£h’d-for peace. 

My cares 

DUKE. 

Away : I wou’d not be oblig’d 

Thus to a brother: jOiall I fuefor peace, 

■ ' • ■ ' ' Eutreat 
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And afk forgivenefs ? yet it hurts my foul 
'Fo think that Vamir is my foe : I ftill 
'Pvcmember our paft friendfhip, and the love 
I bore him once 5 but fmce he will oppofe me^ 
Since he’s no longer ours, why let him gOy 
And ferve his king, 

LISOIS, 

Thy fiery temper braves. 
Too far the patience of an eafy monarch, 
DUKE. 

A monarch ! the mere phantom of a kingy 
Unworthy of his raccy a royal ilave, 

Jn golden chains, and feated on a throne 
Subjefted to a petty officer : 

Tm not afraid of Pepin their arch-tyrant 5 
I hate a fubject that wou’d frighten me. 

And I defpife a king Y/ho can’t command ; 

If he permits a rebel to ufurp 

The fov’reign pov/’r, ,ril fall fupport my own ; 

This heart’s too proud to bend beneath the laws 

Of tbefe new upftarts* who opprefs their king : 

Clovis, tny royal anceftor, ne’er taught 

His fons to cringe beneath a haughty mafter, 

At leaftthefe faithful Arabs will revenge mej 
If I muft feel a tyrant, let him be 
A ftranger. 


LISOIS. 


The duke of FOIX. 
LISOIS. 

You deteft thefe^ governors^ 
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But they have fav'd our empire, which your friends^ 
The Arabs, but for them had overthrown : 

I tremble at this new alliance : Spain 
Before you ftands a terrible example : 

Thefe favage plunderers, thefe new tyrants dig 
Our graves with our own hands. ^Twere better far 
To yield with prudence. 

DUKE. 

What, fall down and iue 

For mercy ! 

LISOIS. 

Your true intVeft long forgotten-~^rH.^ 
DUKE. 

Revenge is my firft intVeft. 

LISOIS. 

Love and anger 

Too long have rul’d the bofom of my friend* 

DUKE. 

I know they have, but cannot conquer nature* 

The orjgiiTiai is ‘ vciis hai'Hez \ni Maire' literacy tran Hated 
you hate a M&Tyor. Maire mar perhaps fcimd very well in a 
French ear, but in Englijk it is rather napoetical,, and fo far 
beneath the dignity, of the BuMn, that I am not certain whether, 
the Hnglc word Major, repeated t'.vo or three times, woiiM not 
throw an air of ridicule over a whole iceae, and perhaps con- 
tribute in a great mcahire to damn a modem tragedy. 

LISOIS, 
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AMELIA. v.«i> 


LISOIS. . 

You may, you ought; nay, FlI not flatter you, 
Butev’n, tho’ I condemn, Pil follow thee ; 

’Tis a friend’s duty to point out the faults 
Of him he loves; to counfel, to exhort. 

To fave him from, the dang’rous precipice : 

This I have done for thee, but thou wilt fail. 

And I muft perilh with thee. 

DUKE. 

O my friend, 

What haft thou faid ? 

LISOIS. 

But what I ought to fay ; 

Ahid wou’d to heav’n that thou had’ft liften’d to me ! 

What doft thou purpofe ? 

DUKE. 

When my ardent hopes 
Shall he fulfill’d, when the ungrateful maid 
Shall give fweet peace to my diftradted mind. 

Then will I hear the counfels of my friend. 

What can I purpofe now, or what defign. 

Till I have feen the tyrant who muft guide 
My future fate ? let her determine for me. 

Let her fave me, and I will fave my country. 

Enb of the First Act. 

A.C 
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ACT IL S C E N E L 

The DUKE of FOIX alone. 

She cannot fure again refufe to fee me, 

And urge me to defpair ! flie dare not do it : 

Fool that I am to give her thus the powh*. 

How weak is my proud heart to yield itfelf 
A voluntary Have ! go, throw thyfeif, 

Mean as thou art, beneath the tyrant^s feet ; 

Go, make thy life dependant on a word, 

A look, a fmile, from proud Amelia ; pais 
From love to fury, and from tears to rage j 
Tis the Jail time I e’er will fpeak to her. 

I go 

S C E N E 11. 

The DUKE, AMELIA, and THAIS, who advance 

frora the upper end of the fege, 

AMELIA. 

There^s hope, my Thais; yet I tremble. 

Wou’d Vamir hazard this bold enterprife ? .. 

*Tis full of danger ; ha ! what do I fee 

[advancing towards the Duke^ 
DUKE. 

Amelia, wliat hath this way led thy fteps 
I know not, but thy eyes tOQ„ plainly tell me 

■ That,' 
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■iipi 


AMELIA; Or, 

That I was not the objed of their fearch : 

What ! fiill turn from me, ftill infult the heart 
That dotes upon thee ! cruel tyrant^ thus 
To blafl: the laurels planted on my brow i 

0 if Amelia’s hand had plac’d them there 
They might have flourifli’dj but fhe has forgot 

Her plighted faith, and broke her flatt’ring promife*. 

AMELIA. 

Thou never hadft my faith j I never gave 
Thee promifcj gratitude is -all I owe thee* 

DUKE. 

Did I not offer thee my hand ? 

AMELIA. 

Thoudidft: 

It was an honour which I cou’d not merit. 

And which I never fought, but I receiv’d it 
With due refpecl ; you thought, no doubt, a rank 
So glorious muft have dazzled poor Amelia. 

At length, my lord, ’tis time to undeceive you 3 

1 dp it with regret, becaufe I know 

It will offend you, but I muft be plain : 

In Ihort, my lord, I love my king too well 
To think of wedding with his foe ; thy blood 

I know 


^35 


The duke of FOUL 
1 kiioWj is noble ; mine is fpotlefe yet. 

Nor will be Gain'd with foul diifloyalty, 

And I inherit from my anceftors 
The abhorrence of my country’s foes ; 

Nor will I e’er acknowledge fora mafter 
The friend of tyrants^ be he e’er fo great : 

Such is my firm, rcfol'/e ^ pcrhapsj my lordj 
It may feeni harfh, but you oblig’d me to it. 

B UKE. 

This is a language, madam, which I own 
I look’d not for ; I never cou’d have thought 
That angry heav’n, to make me doubly wretchei|> 
Wou’d chopfe Amelia for its inftrument 
Of vengeance : you have iludy’d long in fecret 
The arts of black ingratitude, of fcorn 
And infult, and now open all your heart# 

I was a ftranger to this patriot ^seal. 

This mpft heroic ardor for thy country, 

This fetch of policy j but tell me, madaPi 
Whom have you here but this infulted lover, 

The injur’d Foix, to fuccour apd fupport you ? 
Thou haft reproach’d me with my new alliance, 
Thofe faithful friends on wdiom I here rely 
For ail my fafety, and for all my pow’r : 

Without their aid thou had’ft been ftill a captive-j 

T# 



236 AMELIA: Or, 

To them you ow*d your liberty and life. 

And am I thus rewarded ' 

AMELIA, 

You prolong’d 

My wretched days ; but are they therefore yours, 
And may I not dlfpofe them as I pleafe ? 

Did you preferve me but to make me wretched. 

To be a tyrant o’er the life you fay’d ? 

DUKE. 

Ungrateful woman, thou defer the name 
Of tyrant- moft, for now I read thy foul. 

See thro’ the thin dilguife, behold too plainly 
My own diihonour, and thy treach’rous falfehood s 
I know thou lov’ft another, but whoe’er 
He be that thus hath roBb’d me of thy heart. 

Fear thou my love, and tremble at my ragei 
For, if he be on earth, Fll find the traitor. 

And tear him from thee : if amidft its horrors 
My foul cod’d feel one momentary joy, 

’Twou’d be to make thee wretched* 

AMELIA. 

No : my lord. 

Indeed it wou’d not ; reafon will forbid it: 

Thy foul’s too noble to opprefs with woe 
A life yehich thou had’ft fay’d ^ but if thy heart 

Should 


The DUKE oe FOIX. ^37 

Should ever ftoop fo low, thy virtues ftill, 

Thy goodnefs in my memory fliall live. 

And only thy unkindnefs be forgotten* 

I pity, and forgive thee ; thou wilt blufh 
Hereafter at the thought of injuring me ; 

Spite of thy threats, my foul is yet unmov’d. 

Nor dreads thy anger, nor defies thy pow’r* 

DUKE, 

Forgive the tranfports of a mind difturb’d. 

The rage of love embitter’d by delpair ^ 

Lifois, I find, holds feeret conFrence with you, 
Abetts your falfehood, and defends your condu<ft| 
Leans to the royal party, and combines 
In vain with you to make a convert of me : 

It feems Fm to be govern’d by your will, 

And not my own : your converfe is the fame. 

The fame your purpofe 5 but why ufe thefe arms 
Againft me ? to perfuade my eafy heart. 

Why muft Amelia feek a ftranger’s aid ? 

A word will win me, if ^tis fpoke by love, 

AMELIA. 

My heart, I own, hath open’d to thy friend, 

Its hopes and fears, but he hath done much more 
Than he had promis’d : pity then my tears, 

pity my forrows, be thyielf again | ^ ' ■ 

: : Subdue 


238 AMELIA: Or, 

Subdue a paiEon which Amelia muft not. 

Cannot return : accept my gratitudcj 
’Tis all I have to give thee. 

DUKE. 

Lifois then. 

And he alone, enjoys thy confidence. 

Thy friendilhip, more perhaps | I fee it mw^ 

AMELIA. 

You may perhaps hereafter, but at prefent 
You have no right, fir, to controul my thoughts. 
My adHons, or my words ; no right to blame me. 
Or to complain : I fought thy friend’s afliftance. 
And he has giv’n it me ^ I wifh, my lord. 

That you wou’d karn to a£i and think like him^ 

SCENE IIL 

The Duke alpne. 

^Tiswell: this bafe ungrateful perjur’d woman. 
Without a bluflbi, confeiles all her falfehood j 
The myft’ry is unfolded now : one friend, 

One only friend, I hadj. and he deftrays me« 
Friendihip 1 vain phantom, unfubftantial fliade. 

So often fought for, and fo feldom found. 

Thou ever hadft fome wholefome draught to pour 
Into my cup of forrow j bnt a,t laft " ' 


Thm 


m 



The DUKE of FOIX. 


Thou tooj like love, haft cruelly deceived me! 
For the reward of all my errors paft 
I have blit this, that no allurements now, , 

No flattVing pleafures, henceforth jfhall betray me| 
For from this hour I will be fond—of nothing. 

But lo the traitor comes with cruel hand 
To tear my wounds, and make them bleed afrcfh* 

SCENE IV, 


LISOIS. 

My lord, I come obedient to your orders : 

But why that frown, thofe eyes of difcontent 
That fcowl upon me ? has rby foul, long time 
The fport of pailjon, weight in reafon’s fcale 
Thy int’reft, and thy happinefs ? 

DUKE. 

It has, 

LISOXS. 

/ijiu what was the refult ? . 

DUKE. 

My eyes are openy 

To falfehood and deceit; iVe learned to find 
A rival and a traitor in my fiieiih 


How’s that 


JLISOIS. 

DUKE. 


It is enough. 


L I S O'I S. 
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LISOIS. 

Too much, my lord : 

Who is th@ traitor ? 

DUKE. 

Can^ft thou aik me who ? 
Who but thyfelf was privy to the wrongs 
I have receiv’d, who elfe muft anfwer for them ? 

I know, Amelia hath convers’d with thee 
Here, in the palace 5 w^'hen I mention’d thee 
She trembled ; this afFciSted hlence fpeaks 
Your guilt more plainly, and I know not which 
Moft to abhor, Amelia, or— — my friend • 

LISOIS. 

Can’ft thou yet liften to that friend.? 

DUKE, 

I can* 

LISOIS. 

Think’ft thou I ftil! am anxious for my fame ? 
Doft thou efteem, and can’ft thou yet believe me ? 

DUKE*. 

I will : for til! this hour I thought thee virtuous. 
And held thee for my friend. 

LISOIS. 

Thofe noble titles 

Have hitherto conduded me thro’ life,' 


Thk duke of F61X. ‘ 24X 

But wherefore juftify myfeif to thee ? 

Thou'ft not deferv'd it: know^ Amelia’s charms 
Long fince had touch’d my heart, before thy hand 
Had fet her free, and fav’d her precious life. 

But by the ties of gratitude ihe’s thine ; 

Thou hafi deferv’d her by thy fervices : 

For me, roi more the foldierthan the foft 
And tender lover ; I defpife the art 
Of bafe fedu<51:on, fit for courts alone. 

And flatt’ry’sfmooth perfidioufnefs; myfoul 
Is made of firmer fiuiF : I talk’d indeed 
Of marriage to her ^ and that facred tie, 

Knit by efteem and fair equality 

Of fortune and condition, might have made her 

More happy far than rank and titles cou’d, 

That ftand upon a dang’rous precipice : 

But yefterniglit, you know, I vifited 
Your ramparts, v/hen your jealous foul alarm’d 
Diicover’d all its paflion : I obferv’d it : 

To day I faw the objecSi of your grief. 

Your lov’d Amelia, and beheld her charms 
With eyes of cold indifF’rcnce : o’er myfeif 
I gain’d an eafy conqueft : I did more. 

Pleaded for thee, for an ungrateful friend, 

And urg’d a pafSon which I can’t approve ^ 

RecaW". 


^^4.^ AMELIA: Or, ' 

Recaird the meniVy of thy bounties paft. 

Thy glory and thy rank, acknowledg’d faults 
I knew you had, and number’d all your virtues | 
All this againft myfelf I did for thee 5 
For my fi'iend’s happinefs gave up ray owii : 

And if the facrifice is ftili imperfecl:. 

Shew me the rival that ftiii dares t’oppofe thee, 

And I will Hake ray life to do thee 
DUKE. 

]\Iy friend, thou foar’ft above me j I am fail’n, 
Abafli’d, confounded: who cou’d fee Amelia 
And not adore her ? but to conquer thus 
Thy paffion ! O, thou never cou’dft have lov’d her* 

LISOIS, 

I did : but love, like other paiEons, acls 
With dilF^reht force on dilF’rent minds, 

DUKE, 

I love 

Too well, my friend, and cannot imitate 
The virtue I admire : my fooliih heart 

LISOIS, 

I aik not for thy. pra'ifes, but thy love 5 
And if thou think’ft that I have merited 

Aught at thy hands, O do but ferve thy feI4 


The duke of fOlX. '• 2 

Thy happineis is Lifois’ befl: reward. 

Thou feeft with wdiat determin’d hate thy brother 
Purfues the Moor, I dread the confequence : 

The people groan beneath this foreign yokej, 

Soon, I forefee, the empire will unite 
Their fcatter’d pov/Vs, new enemies flill rife 
Againft us, the pure blood of Clovis flill 
Is worfliipp’d by the croud, and foon or kte 
The branches of this facred tree, that long 
Have bent beneath the ftorm, again fhall rife. 

Spring with freflt verdure, and o’erfhadcthe land. 
Plac’d by thy rank and fortunes near the throne. 

Long time thou wer’t thy king and country’s friend j 
But in the days of public difcord, fate 
Attach’d thee to another caufe •, perhaps 
New int’refts now may call for new connedlions, 

And what united may difiblve the tye ^ 

The pow’r of thefe defpotic governors 
May be rellrain'd, and weaken’d by thy hancl-««^~ 
DUKE. 

I wifh it were fo ; think’ft thou then Amelia 
Wou’d liften to me ? if I fhou’d embrace 
The royal party, might fbe flill be mine ? 

LISOIS. 

I am a flranger to Amelia’s heart ; ^ / 

Yon. IL ■ „ M- , ' ' ' But f 

;ii 


^44 . AMELIA: Or, 

But what are her deilgns^ her views to thcc ? 

Muft love alone decide the nation's fate ? 

In Touraine’^s field, when gallant Clovis fought, 
And, o’er the haughty conquerors of Rorae 
Viftorious, flopp’d the bloody Arian’s hand. 

That dealt deftruilion round us, did he fevc 
His country, think’ft thou, but to pleafe a miilrefs ? 
This arm againft a rival is prepar’d 
Toferve my friend, butiwou’d fenve him more, 
Wou’d cure him of this fond deftriidlive pafiion ^ 
This love deceives us, we’re too fearful of him 5 
We wound ourfelves, and lay the blame on him 5 
The coward’s tyrant, and the hero’s Rzvq ; 

He may be conquer’d •: Lifois has fubdu’d him, 

And flniH he triumph o’er the blood of kings 
Who never yet fubmitted to a foe ? 

Awake, my friend, and be our great example 
In ev’ry virtue ! 

J>UKE» 

Yes, I will do all. 

All for Amelia : flie muft } ield at laft. 

Her laws, her king, ]".cr mafter, iliall he irilnc i 
1 have no will but her, and in her eyes 
Will read my duty, and my fate : poflefs’d 
'Of the dear treafure^ will be reconcil’d 


, The duke of -FOIX* :■ : 
To evVy foe. O hov 7 my heart enjoys 
The pleafing hope ! I had no caufe to fear^ 

I have 110 rival : if thou art not lov'd, 

I can have none : who in this court vvou’d dare 
To caft one look towards Amelia r now 
Her vain pretexts are vanifh’d : reafon, 

My inf reft, and my birth, the facred right 
Of my great anceftors, all all unite 
To bind the nuptial chain, and make me liappr. 
Henceforth I am the king's, and will fupport him 
So virtue bids, and beauty has commanded* 

On this bleft day will I confirm the oaths 
I made to love : away, my friend, I leave 
My infreit and my fortunes to . thy care. 

LISOIS. 

Pemit me then, my lord, to feek the king : 

I cou’d have wixh'd that this important clviinge . ' " 

Were to the hero not the lover due ; 

But be it as it may, th*'efi?e<fi's too glorious 
To blaoie the caufe : I triumph in thy wea,kne% . 
And blefs for once the lucky pov/r of love. 


■■SUENEll 
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AMELIA: Or, 
SCENE y. 

Tlie DUKE, LISOIS, an OFFICER, 
OF FI CKK. 

My Lord, the foe advances ; we expe£i 
A fierce aflault, and wait your orders ; time 
Is precious, 

DUKE* 

Cruel fate ! to counteraifi 
My noble purpofe ! then farewell to peacCy 
And welcome, vliSI’ry ! Fll deferve A.nieliii : 

I heed not thefe rafli fools : of all the fees 
I have to conquer, there's but one to fear. 

And that's — Amelia. 

End of the Second Act. 


ACT IIL SCENE L 

DUKE of FOIX, LISOIS. 

DUKE. 

T he day is ours 5 thanks to thy friendly hand 
That guided my rafh youth ; thy noble foul, , 
In pea^e or war, is my beft counfcilor. 


L I S O I S. 
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LISOIS. 

The glorious fire- that animates thy heart 

Mufr always conquer^ when ’tis check’d by prudence^ 

As here it was : preferve this happy virtue^* 

’Twill make thee happy, and ’twill make thee, greats 
The coward’s refileis, but die hero, calm, 

DUKE,.; 

is the lover r can he ever tafte 
Of fweet tranquility? But fay, my friend. 

This unknown cliief, that mounted on our rampart, s^ 
And with his Tingle arm fo long fufpendcd 
The doubtful viQVy : I grew jealous of him : 

Where is he ? what became of him ? 

LISOIS.. 

Surrounded 

By fiaiighter’d friends, alone long time he flood. 

And brav’d oppofing legions ^ but wdiat moft 
Surpris’d us, when at length he had efcap’d 
From ev’ry danger, wond’rous to relate ! 

He yielded up himfelf a prisoner to us ; 

Conceals his rank and name, accu fes heav’n. 

And begs for inftant death. One friend alone 
Attends him, and partakes his Ibrrow s. 

Mz DUKE.' 



,:748 ‘AMELIA: Or, 

DUKE. 

Lifois;^ ■ 

Who can this bold this fearlefs foldier be ? 

He wore his beaver down i feme fecret charm 
O'erpowerd my trembling fold when I oppos'd him« 
Whether this fotal pafiion that rrJlaves me 
Hath fpred its wcaknefs o’er each faculty. 

And left the foft impreffion on my foul. 

Or that my bleeding country's voice alarm’d 
This confeious heart, and filently reproaddd me^ 

LIS 01 S. 

As for the weaknefs of thy foul, advice ■ 

I know were vain, but fare thy country’s voice 
May ftill be heard 5 now is the time to £hew 
The greatnefs of thy foul, and give us peace- 
Fortunh, that fmiFd on us to-day, perhaps 
May frown to-morrow, and thy pride be forc’d 
To fue for pardon to a haughty foe. 

^ Since thou art happy, and Amelia’s thine. 

Now reft thy glory an the common caufe, 

This brave unknown may forward our defigns ; 

Let us improve the lucky moment. 

PUKE. 


My friend, I will do all to ferve Amelia, 


The DUKE of FOIX. 249 
Her caufe is mine : I mull prepare the minds 
Of my brave followers for the change ; to thee. 

And to thy happy counfels, ev’ry blifs, 

Glory and peace, and hymenaai joj^s. 

To thee I owe, to frknifhip and to love. 


S C E N E 11. 

LISOIS, VAMIR, ami E MAR at the further end of 

the ftage. . 

LISOIS. 


It is the noble prisoner, and his friend. 

If I miftake not : this way they advance | 
He feems o’erwhelm’d with deep difpairi 


TAMIR. 


O heav’n ! 


Where am I ? whether doft thou lead me ? 
LISOIS. 

Stronger! 

Whoever thou art, be comforted 5 thy fate 
Hath thrown thee into noble hands : thoult find 
A genVous mafter, who can fee defert 
Ev"n in a foe : may I not z{k thy name' ? 

VAMIR. 

I am a poor abandon’d wretch, the fport 
Of fortune, one whofe leaf!: afflidion is 
M4 



;■ it’ !!"!;• 


250 ■ AMELIA: Or, ; 

; To be a captive, and from ev ry eye 
; Woifd wilh to hide the ftory of my fate : 

It is enough to be fupremely v/retch'd. 

Without this cruel witncfs of my woe : 

Too fooa my name and forrows will be knowiis 

LISOIS. 

Refpeft is due to mifery Hke thine j 
I will not urge thee further, but retire ; 

Perhaps ev^n here thy foul may find relief 
, In genVous treatment, and a milder fate* 

I; -SCENE IIL 

VAMIR, EMAR. 

VAMIE. 

A milder fate ! I muft not hope for it : 

O I have Hv^'d too long. 

• EMAR. 

Thank lieav’n, my lord. 

That we are falFn amongft fuch noble foes, 

And ffiall not groan beneath aftrangei^s pow’n 

■ VAMIR. 

.No yoke fometimes fo galling as a brother’s* 

EMAR. 

;i:But you were bred together, and the ties 
i'Of tend’reft friendfiiip link’d your hearts. 

It'.; ... ■ VAMIR. 


■ ■ Tbe'DUKE'of FOIX. 251. 

VAMIR 

They did : 

But O ! the friendfhip of our early years . 

Soon takes its flight : he lav’d me once, and ffill 
This heart retains a brother’s kindnefs for him 
I cannot hate him^ tho’ he conquez ’d me. 

EMAR. 

He knows not yet how great a captive comes 
To grace his triumph ; knows not that a brother 
Is in his powV, whom vengeance had ijzfpir’d, — 
VAMIR.. 

No : Emara never did a thought of vengeance 
Enter my heart ; a different pailion fwaj/J 
The foul of Vamir : can it bcj juft heav'ii ! 

Or is it but the lying voice of famej 
That my Amelia’s faife^ that £he has broke 
Her folemn vows ? for whom too? added guMt ■ 

T^o her, and double forrow to thy friend f ■ ' . 

The facred Jaws of nature, and the ties 
Of tender love, all broken, all betray'd !. 

Unjdft, inhuman brother ! 

EMAR. 

. Knows he thcii 

How dear atreafure he hath robb’d th«e of ■ ' 



2^2 ■ AMEtIA? Or, 

In thy Amelia ? did not Vamir fay 
That he was fiill a ftranger to thy Io\^e ? 

VAMIK. '' 

But flie Is not: fhe knows what folenin ties. 

What iiTict engagements, bound us to each other : 
That at the altar, e^er we had confirm'd 
Our mutual vows, the barb'rous Moor rufli'd 
And tore her from me s the bafe ravifliers 
Efcap’d my vengeance, and my happier brother 
Enjoys the precious treafare Vamir loft. 

Ungrateful woman ! came I here, my friend. 

But to reproach her ? what will it avail ? 

She will not iiften to my fond complaint : 

But to my royal mafter I have liv'd 
A faithful fervant, and to falfe Amelia, 

And faithful will I die : when fhe fiiall know 
How well I lov’d her, fhe may fhed a tear, 

And in a brother’s ai'ms lament my fate. 

EMAR. 

Heprefs thy forrows ^ fee, the Duke approaches^, 

. _VAMIR. 

Be ftili, my heart* 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

DUKE of FOIX, VAMIR, EMAR-.' 


DUKE. 

This myftery alarms me : 
But I mull: fee this noble captiye : ha ! 

He turns. afide with horror. 

VAMIR. 

Hateful life ! 

Muft I fupport thee ftill ? muft I again 
Behold the faithlefs wretch? 

DUKE. 

What do I hear? 
VAMIK. 

Doft thou not know me ? 



DUKE. 

Ha f my brother ! Vamir! 
VAMIR. 

Alas ! too fare I am that wretched brother, . 

Thy vanquifli’d foe, a poor abandon'd captive. 

DUKE. 

Thou art my brother ftill, and I forgive thee 5 
But 'tis moil ftrange, and moft annatural : 

Cou’d the king find no 'inftrument but thee 



'i'll l| 2,54. ■ AMELIA: vir/ ' 

: jj' vj'|]| To execute his vengeance on my head ? ' 
li pj;||p‘ Wlmt had I cone to Vamir? 

' VAMIR. 

P Made his life 

j ' Unhappy : wou’d that thou had’fl: ta'en it from me! 
DUKE, 

I " :■ ^ Dreadful elte& of civil ftrife ! 

VAMIR. 

i More dreadful 

Are the deep wounds that pierce the heart of Vamir* 
DUKE. 

Agaioft another foe I might have fhewn 
A foldier’s couragCj but I pity thee. 

VAMIR. 

Pity thyfolf^ the wretch who has betrayM 
^ His couiitiy, and deceiv’d the king that lov’d him ; 

A traitor> and unworthy; of thy race. , 

liiiil'i DUKE. 

i fi i' Brand me not, Vamir, with th’ opprobrious name 
Of traitor, leaft I fhou’d forget 
i/Mpl'l And jfpurn thee for the inililt: no, my brother. 


thatbafe ungrateful wretch thou thinlc’ftme ^ 
|||||;; Thou foc’ft me ready to reftore fair peace, ■ ' 
i And heal the wounds of mv divided country. 

■■ ' .VAMIR. 


The D'UKE cf.FOI; 


VAMIR* 

TI^ou heal our wounds f thou— 

'■DUKE. 

- Yes : the day that 
Sa fatal to thy peace fhall quench the flames. 
Of public difcordj and unite us alL 


VAMIR. 


O ’tis a day of forrow. 


DUKE. 


Ofdelight 

And joy, the day that crowns my wlfbes — 


VAMIR. 


DUKE. 


How I 


Yes, Vamlr, all is changed, and I am happy*, 
VAMIR. 

It may be fo: I heard indeed thy heart 
Thefe three months pail has been the flave of love 
And if report fay true, nioft violent 
And fierce thy. palEon. 

DUKE. 

Thou haft heard arightf 
I love iier ev’n to madnefs : thou art come 
In happy hour to make our blifs complete. 

Yes: I will lay my friends, my foes, my ev''ry claim^, 
Revenge and glory, all beneath her feet. 

Go, 


■■‘•2s6.' amelia.- Or,.. , 

Goy tell her two unhappy brothers^ long 

[to Ms attendant^^ 

By adverfe fate to different fntVefts boundj 
Wait but a look from her to be united. 

[to Vamir. 

Blame not my palEon, Vamir, when thou fee’ft ■ 

The lovely objeift, fcon thou wilt approve it* 

. VAMIR. [afide. 

And does £he love thee ? cruel thought ! 

DUKE. 

At leaft 

She ought : one obftacle alone remainM^ 

And that fliall be remov'd, 

VAMIR* [afid?. 

Inhuman brother ? 

Know'ft thou what led me to this fatal place. 

And mean’ft thou to infult me ? 

■" : , . DUKE.' 

Let us bury 

in deep oblivion ev’ry thought of difcord i 
Behold, the fair Amelia comes. 


SCENE 


\ The BUKE-of FOrX 

S C E N E V.. 

BtJKS of FOIX, VAMIR, AMELIA. 

AMELIA* , 

O heav’n ! 

What do I fee ? I die, 

DUKE. 

Amelia, lifleii. 

And mark how happinefs la'rifeth oft 
From our misfortunes; this day I have conquer^d^ 
And this day found a brother ; thou, my Vamir, 
Shalt be a witneis to the pov/r of love, ; 

What nor Amelia’s pray ’rs, nor her reproaches^ 

My gen’rous friend, my country, and my king, 
Long time in t’^ain follicited, her charms 
At length have won : to them I yield fubmijSive, 
Amelia, whilft I was thy fov ’reign’s foe. 

Thou wou’d’ft not liften to my vows : henceforth 
I have no laws, no friends, no king, but thine : 

So love commands, and love fliail be obey’d, , 

Vamlr, thou’rt free ; be thou the niefleiiger 
Of welcome tidings to the court : away. 

And teli the king I haften to prefent 
His fair ally, the conqueror who fubdued 
A rebel’s heart, and of a dang’rcms fpe , , 

’ ■ ' '■ '"Hath 


S5S AMELIA: Or, 

Hath made a faithful fubjefl: ^ chang’d by her. 

And her alone. 

VAMIR. [afide. 

’Tis as I wifii’d : my fate 

Will ibon be known : fpeak, and pronounce our doom 
DUKE. 

Amelia, fpeak, art thou not fatisiy’d 
With my fubmiinon ? Is it not enough 
To fee a conqueror thus humbly kneel 
Before thee ? Can my life alone content 
Thy cruel heart? take it, ungrateful woman I 
I wifh’d but to preferve it for thy fake ; 

For thee alone I liv’d, for thee will die.. 

AMELIA. 

I am aftonlfii’d, and my fault’ring voice 

Will fcarce give utterance to my words : — my lord^ 

If thy great foul laments thy country’s fate. 

And feels for her diftrefs, thy gen-rous care 
Muft fpring from nobler motwes than the wifo: 

To ferve Amelia j thou haft heard the voice 
Of powerful nature : what hath love to do 
Where only honour hath a right to diSate ? 

puke; 

Tis thy own work, Amelia, all thy own 
O’er ev’ry int’reft, ey’ry paffion, love 
Superior reigns ^ reproach me, cover niC' 

With 

■ ■ ■ 
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With fhamcj no matter : I muH force thy heart ^ 

ComCj to the altar. . 

VAMIK. 

Dar'ft thou — 

AMELIA. 

No, my lord ^ 

rdfoonerdie : my lifers at thy command, 

Ilut not my heart : there is a fatal bar 
Betv/een us, and I never can be thine. 

DUKE. 

■*Tis well, imgratefiiJ ^ doft thou hear her, Vamir? 
But FlI be calm : I’ll not complain of Lhee, 

I fee thee now: the foft perfiiafive. arts . 

That call our paffio'ns forth, the flatt’rmg hope 
That’s giv’n buc to betray, the fubtle poifon 
Spred o’er our hea.rts, deceitful all and vai% :: 

No longer lhall feduce my eafy faith,. * . 

The eye of reafon hath detedled them, , 

And the fame art that bound hath fet me free : 

I will not blufh before thee, Vamir; no, 

I Will not be defpis’d : but let me fee 
This hidden rival, bring him here before me. 

And I Will yield him tip the wonhlefi prize ; 

For know, I have contempt enough for both 
To with you were united j thatalone 

Shoif d be your punilhment. ' 

AMELIA. ' 
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AME.LIA: Or, 

AMELIA, 

Perhaps, my lord,, 
nr* were fitteft for Amelia to retire 
In filence, but I hold my honour dear. 

And muft defend it : I hax’^e been accus'd 
.Before your brother, and muft anfwer thee. 
Know then, Pm deftin’d to another's arms ^ 

I own my love, my tender paflion for him j 
Amelia were unworthy of his heart. 

Had fhe‘ e'er giv'n a diftant hope to thee : 

But you wou'd feize my faith and liberty. 

As if they were by right of conqueft thine* 

I ow'd thee much, but injuries like thefe. 

My lord, difeharge tte debt of gratitude. 

And cancel M i Ifaw, and pity'd long 
The violence of thy fruitlefs paflion for me | 

Do not then make me hate thee : I rejedled 
ThyprofePd vowsj> but never fcomM thy love: 
I wiflx'd for thy efteem, and gave thee mine* 

DUKE. 

Perfidious woman ! nought haft thou deftrv'd 
But my refentment, which thpu foon flialt know 
Is equal to my love : you waited then 
Fqr Vamir to be witnefs of my ftiamej . 
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I fliau^d have thought he was himfelf the traitor^ 

If — but he ne^er beheld thy fatal charms^, 

My happier brotlier never knew Amelia. 

Yv^hoiS this rival? let me know his 12 ame^^ 

But think not I will tamely yield to him* 

No : I deceiv’d thee there^ but. cannot long 
Diffemblej I will.drag diee to the altar,. ■ 

There, as he dies in torment, Ihall he fee 

Our hands united 5 I will dip in blood 

The torch of Hymen : well I know that princes: 

Have been deipisU formean and vulgar ilavesi^ 

But I &all find him# 

VAklR. 

Why fhou’d’ft thou fuppofe 
This rival fo contemptible ? 

I>WKE. . 

And whjr 

Shoud’Jl thou, excufe- him? Did’fe thou never knim' 
her ? 

®Tis dreadful to conceive it. If thou did’fty 
Now, traitor, tremble, 

Vamir tremble ? No : 

Too long already I have bornin filence, . 

Thy cruel infults 1 know me now, barbarian, . 

’Enow 


262 AMELIA: Or, 

Know a defpair that’s equal to thy own : 

Strike here j, behold thy brother, and thy rivaL 
DUKE. 

Thou, Vamir, thou? 

VA.MIR. 

Yes : for thefc two years pafl 
W e’ve been united in the firictefi: bonds 
Of tender love ; the only good on earlh 
I wifiiM to keep, thy cruel hand hath ilTOve 
To ravifc from me, made my life unhappy t 
Judge of my miseries, by thy own : we both. 

Are jealous, both were born the flaves of palHon^: 
Hatred and love, refentment, and defpair, 

Poffefs our fouls, and all in the extreme : 

Thou wert my rival, therefore I oppos’d thee : 
Furious and blind, I ran,. I flew to fave 
The objeft of my love; not all thy powT 
Reftram’d me, nor my weaknefs, time nor pkcoj^ 
Not ev’n thy noble courage i love prevaiFd 
O’er friendfhip, and the ties of blood : be thoii: 

Cruel like me, like me unnatural, 

Whilft I have life, thou never can’ft enjoy 
Thy conqueft, never can’ll poffels Amelia : 

Strike then and punifli, flied thy brother’s Mood 3 

But 

Ik 


The duke of FOIX. 

But when thou dragg’H her with thee to the altar, 
Remeniber, file’s thy lifter, and my wlfc^ 

DUKE. 

Guards, feize the traitor, take him from tny fight* 
AMELIA. 

Stay, cruel prince ^ art thou inflexible. 

Deaf to the voice of nature 5 O, my lord ! 

VAMIR. 

Sue not for me, Amelia, Vamir’s fate 
Is to be envyM : he moft claims your pity 
Who hath betray’d his king, and injur’d thee : 

I am reveng’d, the vi£i:ory is mine ^ 

For thou art hared here, and Fm belov’d. 

AMELIA, [kneeling to the I5izk 
O deareft prince, my lord, fee at your feet-*— 
LUiCE. 

Away with him : rife, madam, for your tears 
And fruitlefs pray’rs to fave a traitor’s life 
But pour frefti poifon o’er my wounded heart ; 
l^hat bleeds for thee ; but I will die, Amelivi, ‘ 

Not unreveng’d : when thou flialt feel my rage, 
Accufe tnyfelfi the work is all thy own. 

AMELIA. 


•e 64 AMELIA: Or, 

AMELIA, 

I cannot leave thee ; O, my lord, yet hear 
DUKE. 

If I mufl: hear thee, fpeak, go on, 

SCEN.E VI.' 

The DUKE, VAMIR, AMELIA, LIS 013. 
LIS CIS. 

My lord. 

The people are in arms ; at Vamir’s name 
They rofe tumultuous, and on ev’ry fide 
Diforder reigns ; th’ajfFrighted foldiers leave 
Their colours, and in wild confufion fly : 

Mean time the foe unites his fcatter’d powers, 

And rufkes on us. 

DUKE-. ' 

Go, ungrateful woman ! 

Thou haft not long to glory in thy crimes 5 
Follow her 

[‘to one of her attendantj-f 
I mufi: to the factious croud 
And fliew myfelf : thou, Lifois, guard this traitor. 

S'CENE VIL 

LISOIS. 

Art thou a traitor? coud’ft thou thus difgracc 
Thy noble blood, to violate the laws 

0 / 


The DUKE ofTOIX. 

Of nature ? cou’d a prince fo far forget 
•His duty and himfelf ? 

VAMtR. 

I never did ; 

The peopIe^s jail : my brother is a rebrf*» 

And has betray’d his mafier. 

I.ISOIS, 

Hear me, Vamlr : 
My foul defires no greater happiaeis 
Than to unite you : long have I beheld 
With deep regret my bleeding country’s wocs^ 
Our fields laid wafte, and nature facriiic’d 
To difcord and revenge ; the haughty Moor, 
Rais’d on our ruins-, menacing the iiate, 

Which we have weaken’d by our own diviflons*’ 
O, if thou bear’ft a heart that’s truly noble. 

And worthy of thy race, now fave thy country 5 
Exert thy pow’r to reconcile the king. 

Soften thy brother, and put out the flames 
Of civil wan 

VAMIR. 

Impoflible ! thy cares 

Are fruitlefs all and vain : if nought but difcord, 
Revenge and hatred, led me. to the field. 

Had glory and ambition fir’d my breaft, . 


■z6s 


Thou 


"I 
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266 AMELIA: Or, 

Thou might’ft have hoped indeed to re’-unitc 
But there’s a bar more fatal fall behind* 

LISOIS. 

What cou’d it be ! O tell me, Vamir* 
VAMIR. 


Love that has fill’d this breafi: with favage furr. 

And made my brother cruel and inhuman* 

L ISO IS. 

Good heav’n ! that vain caprice fhou’d thus dcfiory 
The nqbleft purpofes ! Almighty love, 

Can’fi: thou reverfe the laws of nature, fill 
With unrelenting hate the jealous hearts 
Of fondeft brothers, and in ev’iy clime 
By private pafiions work the public ruin ? 

Vanrir, I feel for both, but long have fenc’d 
Thy brother ; I liiuft hence, and fecond him ^ 
Againft thy fadrious friends : the Arife is dreadfully 
And much I fear will have a bloody end ; 

But I muft fly to fuccour him : farewell ; 

Thou art my pris’ner, but I leave thee here ; 

Give me thy word, tliat fhall fuifice* 

VAMIR. 


LISOIS 


Thb duke of F 0 IX.“' , 
LISOIS* 

WooM I coiled knit you in the bonds of peace ! 
But much more to be feared than all thy foes^ 
And far more fatal, is the tyrant, lov'e. 

End of the Third Act, 


f 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 
-VAMIE, AMELIA, EMAR, ' 
AMELIA, ' 

O Vamir, how the hand of heaven hath mark’d 
My life with fad variety of woe ! 

The chance of war, that tore me from thy arms, . 
Once more hath join’d us 5 but, alas ! we meet 
On mournful terms, meet but to part 5 my Vamir, 
Did’fl thou not fay it mufl: be lb ? 

. VAMIR/ 

It muft : 

Thou feeft me chain’d by honour’s laws beneath 
A rival’s pow’r : my facred word is giv’n ; . 

Vamir may die, but mufl not follow the®. 

AMELIA. 

Thou who haft dar’d to fight, art thou afraid 
T o flee from hirn ? 

Vow IE ■■ N VAMIIt* 


^ i" 






A M EL I At Or, 

VAMIR. 

lam: my honour binds me t 
Take thou advantage of the gen’ral tumult^ 

Which favors thy retreat : a guard attends 

To aid thy flight 5 heav^'n will protedl: thy virtues | ‘ 

Hope for the beft, 

AMELIA. 

What can Amelia hope, 

When thou art from her ? 

YAMIR. ' ■ 

"'Tis but for a dayi 
AMELIA. 

0 but that day will be an age to me. 

Grant, heav’n ! my tears and terrors may be vaiii* 
The Moorj, I know, Airfts for my Vamlr's blood 1 
Think’fl: thou thy brother will not give it him ? 

He loves wkh fury, and he hates with rancour s 
His hatred, like his love, is in extreme : 

He is thy rival, and the Moor’s ally; 

1 tremble for thee. 

YAMIR. 

He wou’d never dare — 
AMELIA. 

t) his impetuous pzffion knows no bounds. 


.VAMIR 


The DUKE of:FOIX 

VAMIR. 

He mufl: be taught to know them foon ; the king 
Comes to reyenge us 5 half his force already 
Throngs to the royal ftandard ; if thou lov’ft 
Fly, my Amelia, from th^ impending ftorm, 

From dreadful ilaughter, and the din of arms, 

And all the terrors of a bloody field 5 
B'-.t, above all, avoid my furious rival, 

Whofe jealous love deipisM, will turn to ragej; 
Avoid an infult Vamir mufl revenge, 

Or periih in th' attempt : my dear Amelia, 

Hope of my life, the only good on earth 
I have to boaft, do not expofe thyfelf 
To needlefs dangers, but retire in fafety. 

, AMELIA, 

Why wilt thou hazard then thy precious life, 

And ftay without Amelia ? , 

VAMIR. 

When thouVt fafe, 

I fhall not fear my brother ^ foon perhaps 
Vamir may prove his beft fiipport ; to-day 
I am his prisoner, but perchance to-morrow 
May be his patron, and perfuacie the king 
To fpare a rebel : to protedl: my rival 

' N 2 ■■ 'WIfere 


AMELIA Or^ ■ 

Were noble triumph, Amelia^ leav^eV 

This feat of danger, 

AMELIA, 

Wherefoever fate 

Shall caft my haplefs lot. Til carrj^ with me 
My hatred and my love j hnid’ft ev’ry danger. 

In the wild defart, or the gloomy dun£;eon. 

In exile, or in chains, in death itfelf, 

Still lhali I think on, fiill adore my Vaniir : 

But O ! I cannot bear to live without thee, 
VAMIR. 

It is too much : thy griefs unman my foul. 

What noife was that ? O thou haft ftaid too long, 

SCENE 11. 

AMELIA, DUKE of FOIX, Guards, 

DUKE. 

I hear his voice 5 ^tis he : ftay, villain, thou 

Who haft betray'd me, 

VAMIR. 

I betray'd thee not. 

Now fatiate thy revenge, and take my life ; 

Lofe not a moment, for the hand of heav'n 
Is rais'd againft thee : tremble, Have, thy king 
Approaches : thou haft conquer'd none but Vamir : 
Thy mafter comes, take heed. 


DUKE 
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DUKE. 

He may revenge^ 

But cannot fave thee 3 for thy blood — 


AMELtA, 

■ O no^- 

Amelia's guilty : let Amelia die. 

And not my Vamir ; I deceiv’d' thy guard:. 

And barter’d v,dth them to aflifl: my flight 
From hated flav’ry, and a tyrant’s pow’r : 

Punifli my crimes, but O xeipeB: a brother, 

Refpedl: thyfelf, thy ov/ii unblemifli’d fame : ^ 

He ne^'er betray’dj.but loves and wou’d have ferv’cl thee,. 
Ev’n when thy rage had doom’d him to dcilractiou. 
What crime has he' committed ? none, my lord. 

None but the crime of loving his AmfJia, 

DUKE. 

The more thou plead’ft for him. the nrjrc his guilt : 
Thou art his nuath’rer : thou, wiicde ihuii 'tiiarms " 
Have poifon’d ail our happinds, and arm’d 
Our hands agaiaft each other, may the blood 
Of both fall on thee ! now thou v/eephl, thy tears ' 

No longer iliall deceive me: l.mulfdie. 

But Vamir firll fliall perifh. Yet I love thec^ 

Ev’n yet thou may’fl: efcape the fata] blow i ■ 

, N 3 ■ Here ■ ; 

■ #-T 


' 2^2 -.'AMELIA: 'Oi's 

Accept my hand, attend me to the altar. 

And feal his pardon there, 

amelia; 

Who, I, ^ 


It is enough. 


BUKE, 

AMELIA. 


Shall I be talfe to Vaahi f 
DUKE 

Stop-'-Anfwer me. 

AMELIA. 

I cannot. 

DUKE. 

Let him die. 

¥AMIR. 


Amelia, never let his threats overcome 

Thy noble faith, but love me well enough 

To fee me perifh : leave me to my fate j 

Now I fhail fall triumphant : fhouMhT: thou yield, 

Vamir mull: die by his Amelia’s hand. 

DUKE. .. 

Guards, drag the traitor to the tow’r : away. 

SCENE ILL 

■ DUKE, AMELIA, 

AMELIA. 

And wilt thou make this horrid facriiice ? 

Pollute thee with the blood of innocence 3 

Thou wilt not ? DUKE 
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The duke of FOIX. 

PUKE. 

Yes : to liste tnse^ apd 
Is all I wiilij ^0 fee tliee more unhappy. 

More vvretchexi than snjfelf, to ilied the blood 
That’s dcardl: to thee, and to make thy days 
As full of woe^ as %vas that fatal hour 
X¥liich hath defiroy’d us all. Away, and leave ffi* 
The figf , h ee di&acb me, 

SCENE IV. 

DUKE, AMELIA, LI'SOIS. 

From thy juftice;^ 

And, that alone, I can -expedi relief. 

Help me to foften this .obduratehearti 
Affift me, Lifois. .. , 

DUKE. 

If thou liftenlft to her. 

Thou Vt not my friend.. 

AMELIA. 

I call juft hea^n to witneft. 
DUKE. 

Hence from my %ht : I loath thee. 

AMELIA. ■ 

Tyrant, go, ’ 

For I abhor thee 5 fpite of all thy rage, 

^ thought a woman might at leaft command 
Some cold refpedl ; but love, that foftens all, 

N 4 . Hath 



AMELIA: ^ Or^ ^ • 

^ I Hath loft its tender infiueiice o’er thy heart : 

'||1 ill I leave thee to thy rage ; go, facrifice 

.i|! !' TA Thy vidims, ’midfl: thy crimes be fure thou count 


I Amelia’s death, and with it count thy own, 

, , For vengeance comes, and in thy puiiifhment ' 
i| ||vY|; ^ ' Unites us all 5 inglorious fhalt thou perifh, 

Ml/'-' !' And unlamented. Die, inhuman fa va^e 

) * 

I a'' ' ‘ And may that hatred, that contempt, of thee^ 

{ ’^ I ' ! Which now I feel, purfue thy memory, 

i| \ And after ages execrate thy name ! 

SCENE V. , 

DUKE of FOIX, LISOIS. 

1 1;;,:: i DUKE. ' ■ 

Iplf " J, prophet, I exped the doom 

illf ' * Pronounc’d by thee, that difeord’s fatal hand 

) Shall feize on all, and join- us in the tomb, 

^|||/| !| - * ■ DISOIS. 

I o’erpower’d him, and his fenfesS fail. 

I^UKE. 

‘ * am I to fiifter fhame 

1 ') And infult thus ; and ftiall my haughty rival 
\i ' ■ Bear off the falfe perfidious dear Amelia ? 

J I'Vilt thou bear this, or waits’t thou till the traitor 
* Shrj-U raife a pow’rful fadion to enfiave me ? 


LISOIS. 
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Lisors. 

Too well I fee/ my Lord, the royal party 
Hath fpread feditioii thro’ the multitude. 

And £h 00k their faith, - > ' 

PUKE. 

Vamir lights up the flame ;; 
lie has betray’d us alL . , 

LISOIS. 

I never meant 

To palliate V amir’s crimes, for much I dread-, 

The fetal confequencej already France 
Is arm’d againfl: us. If the people feek 
Their fafety in rebellion, all is lofl,. 

Danger’s on. ev’ry fide. 

DUKE*. 

What’s to be done.^ 

EISOIS. 

Prevent it ; rage and love mu ft be fubdued 5 
Then may we conquer all. We muft be firm« 
Aadrefolutej avoid, or brave the ftorm 
Do, as thou wilt, my hand is ready ftiJh 
To aid my friend. This morning thou> fiad'’ft thought*®- 
Of treating with the king : if thou comr|and’ft, ; 

I’ll go, niy Lord, ev’n now, and fue for peace 
, Or if we try the fortune of the day,, 

■The 
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276 'AMELIA: Or, 

The faithful Lifois-fliail attend thee fiiil : 

There, if thou fall^'fl:, thy friend fhall not farrive thee- 
DUKE. 

Alone I will defcend into the grave : 

Live thou, to ferve my caufe, and to revenge me. 

My hour is come, I mufi fulfil my fate : 

Who wifhes but for death, is fure to find it ; 

But mixie {hous'd come with all his terrors round him » 
I mufihave vengeance; and whenever I fall. 

Will drag my rival with me to the tomb. 


LISOIS. 

What horrid thoughts are thefe ! 

DUKE, 

In yonder tow'r 

He is confin’d : ^tis under thy command. 

And thou did'ii promifc, that when’er — • 
LISOIS. 

" Of whom 


Speak'fi: thou, my lord, a brother ? 

DUKE. 

No : a traitor,^ 

My woril of foes, a rival who abhors me ; 

One who 1||S roblvd me of my dearefi: treafure : 

The Moor demands his head, and I have pronfis^ 

To give jt him. 

... LISOIS. 


The duke O'F FOIX- m 

EISOIS. 

Ha ! promis’d to fhake off 
The bonds of nature and humanity ! , , 

DUKE. 

Long fince they had profcrib’d him. 

LISOIS. 

And to them^ 

Thou yield’ll his life ? 

DUKE. 

Not to their vengeance onlys 
But to my own) which lhall be fatisfy’d. 

What is the Moor to me^' or what my country ? 

LISOIS. 

To love then you wou’d make the facrifice, 

And I rauft be the, executioner. 

DUKE. , 

No ; I expeft not fo much juftice from thee ; fi ' 

I am a wretch, abandon’d and forlorn, 

Betray’d by love, deferted by my friend 5 
But' there are thafe who yet will keep their promife 
Others, perhaps, may ferve me, nor alledge 
Such poor cxciifes for ingratitude. 

LISOIS. 

[After a loiig fikncCs 
I am refolv’d j and be it guilt or juftice^i# : 

Ne’er fliak thou fay, that Lifois hath betray’d thee S 
Thou art unhappy : Vaiisir is a traitor* 

It 
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; I It is enough ; I love thee, and confent : 

: There is a time for defperate extremes, 

I When duties the moft fa cred mufl: give way 
T o hard neceflity : at fuch an hour 
' I cannot fuiFer thee to try the faith 
1 Of any heart but mine : fuccefs alone 
■ Muft prove my friendfhip : foon fhalt thou' determine 
Whether thy Llfois lov'd thee, and was faithfuL 
^ PUKE.' 

r Once more in forrow, I behold a friend 5 
1 Deferted by the. world, in thee I find 
1 ' My only refuge : thou wilt not, permit 
i A haughty rival to mfultmy rage, 

1' To trample on my aflies, and enjoy 
.] My kingdom in the arms of my Amelia. 

I LISOIS. 

i I tvill not : but in recompenfe for this, 

"i ‘ 

i I mull demand another facrifice. 

1 

' DUKE. 

1- ' What is it ? fpeak. 
j ‘ LISOIS. 

I cannot bear the Moor- 

; I ' , . 

i Our infolent protedlor ^ cannot bear 

: ] To fee him I<Srd it o’er thy noble futye^s. 

: i I wou’d not ferve a tyrant, nor fubmit 

■ ■ To 

1 ; ' ' 
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To fhamefol fuivVy for a poor fupport 
W e do not \vant ; in our powV at leafi: 

To die without him : leave to me, my lOTd, 

The condadl of this day, perhaps my fervlce 
May claim it of thee : Lifois and the Moor 
Wou'd ne’er agree ■ :I -muft command alone^ 

To the laft hoar,' 

DUKE. 

Thou &alt : Fll give thee all 
Thou can’ft defire, let but Amelia feel 
Defpair like mine, and weep in tears of blood 
Her treach’rous lover : let me hear her groans 
Jn my laft moments to delight my foul 5 
And for the reft, his equal ail : to thee 
I truft my glory i go, difpofe, command. 

Prepare thee for the field. I hope not now 
For viS’ry, nor for honourable death ; 

For what is honour to a heart like mine. 

Sunk in defpair ! O, be the fad remembrance 
Of a falfe miftrefs, and a cruel rival, 

Bury’d with me in everlafting filence ! 

LI SO IS. 

Eternal night, if poftible, fhou’d hide 
Such dreadful deeds : wou’d death had clos’d our eyes 
Before this day of horrors 5 but I go 
To keep my word, and fave my friend. Farewell. . 
End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT 
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act V. SCENE L 

DUKE of FOIX, an officer. 

DUKE. 

Perpetual mis’ry ! am I doom’d to fee 
Noting but fedlion, treafon, and revolt ? 
Where are the rebels, do they mutiny ? 

OFFICER. 

At fight of you, my lord, the croud difpers’d. 

DUKE. 

On ev’ry fide I am opprefs’d by Vamir j 
Ail hearts are his ; my miseries are complete : 

But what hath Lifois done ? 

OFFICER. 


His watchful courage 

Defends our ramparts ’gainft the foe. 

DUKE. 

That foldier 

You brought to me in fecret, has he done 

What I commanded ? 

OFFICER. 


He’s at the tow’r. 


Yes, my lord : e'er now 
DUKE. 



’Tis well : a common arm 


Will do it beit, and execute my vengeance 


Without 
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With©~ut Temorfe : Lifois’ uncertain heart 
Was not to be depended on ; methought 
He look’d ¥/ith too much coolnefs on mj ragei 
We feldom try to mitigate a grief. 

Which ws contemn ; to other hands I’ll trail 
My great revenge. — Go thou, and fetch my fiandard. 
Let it be brought upon tlie ramparts to me : 

New dangers prefs, and for the field again 
We niuft prepare : let the fame zeal infpire thee. 

And the fiime courage, imitate thy mailer. 

And learn of him — to die, 

[Exit Officer*. 
E’er this ’tis done* 

A bafe ungratefid woman dips my hands 
In brother’s blood, and leads me to the tomb : 

A guilty murth’rer, ha ! what means my heart ? 
iVe nounih’d vengeance loiig j and Ciali I not ' 

Enjoy it now r I tremble : and a voice, 

Solemn and fad, cries from my inmoil foul,- 
Stop, Foix, he is thy brother, haplefs prince, 

' Cali back the murth’rer : Yamir was thy 'friend* 

O fweet remembrance of our infant years, 

When in the days of innocence our hearts 
Spoke nature’s language, and imparted free 
Our mutual willies I O, how oft has Vamir 
Partook my griefs, and with a brother’s 'hand, 

lYiped 
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Wiped ofr the falling tears ! md ihall I now* 
Deftroy him ? O thou fatal pafllon, where^ 
Where haft thou led me ? fure I was not born 
This ravage, this barbarian : Vamir yet 
Was guilty ; Vamir robb’d me ofmy Tife^ 

In my Amelia : ftill I am unjiift ; 

He lov'd y was that a crime to merit death ?' 
Alas ! nor time, nor v/ar, nor abftnce. cool'd 
Their faithful pailion 3 ftill their guiltlefs flame 
In pureft luftre fhone, before my heart 
Was poifon’d by the cruel draught of love : 

But Vamir braves my wrath, and is my fee ; 
Deceives me, hates me 3 yet he is my brother; 
He jfhou'd have liv’d, he was belov’d, and happy 
And only I fliou’d perlfli : I will die 
But, as I liv’d, with honour. Pity melts me. 
Nature determines, and I will forgive him. 

■^Tis time — 


SCENE II. 

PUKE of FOIX, an OiEcejr. 

DUKE. 

Prevent a parricide ; away,, 

Hafte to the tow’r, reverfe my orders 3 go, 

.And let my brother— '~ 

' ' OFFICEH*-, 
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, . OFFICER. 

O my Lord— ~ 
DUKE. 

What fay’ft thou ! 

Rtuij fljj obey me. 

OFFICER. 

Near the gate this moment 
I faw a body covered o*er with blood. 

Carry’ll in fenret forth by Lifois® orders, 

And much I fear"— ■ 

DUKE. 

O heav’n ! my brother’s de ad 
And I yet live : earth hath not fwallow’d me, 

Nor lightening blafted : a bafe murtherer. 

Foe to his country, an unnatural brother, 

How love has changed me ! what a load of guilt 
Have I to anfwer for ! the veifs remov’d ; 

And now, alas ! I know myfelf too well 5 
I cannot be more guilty : O my brother ! 

I feel I lov’d thee, yet I Hew thee, Vamir. 

OFFICER, 

Amelia comes, my Lord, and begs to ipeak 

In private with you. 

'■ 'DUKE, 

O ! I muft not fee her. 

Not' for the w^orld : I cannot bear it : no, , 

She 



i84 a M E L I A:; ,Or, 

She Will revenge the murther m my blood : 

But let her come : I tremble to behold her* 

S,C E N E IIL ' ' 

DUKE of FO IX, AM ELIA, THAIS. 
AMELIA. 

My lordj. you have prevaird : and fince that hatred 
(How can I call it by another name) 

Which hath ib long purfued nie^ now requires 
A brother's blocd, or his Amelia’s hand^ 

Take it : the choice is. made^ and I am thine : 
Remember, Fm the piiichafe of thy guilt : 

Loofen his chains, and fet my Vamir free. 

That I no more may tremble for his life. 

And I will give thee all, yield up - my hopes 
Of happinefs with him, and follow thee, 

Ev'n to the akar^ there the hand that gives 
My faith away fliall punifli all my weaknefs* 
Know, at the temple, where thy bridal vows——** 
But thou defir’ll my hand, and that alone 
I have to give thee : ha ! thou’rt filent : fay. 

Is Vamir, is thy brother freed already? 

DUKE. 

My brother I 

AMELIA. 

Gracious heav’n ! — remove my fears. 
Thy eyes are bath'd in tears* 


DUKE 


If is too, late. 
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BUKE.- 

Thoii afii'fl; his life» 
AMELIA, 

What do J hear ? didlt thou not promife 
B tJKE, 

AMELIA, 

Too late I O Vamir ! , ' ■ 
BtJ'KE. 

Yes, 

It is indeed': wou^d it were not, Amelia ; 

The cruel Lifois has obey’d my orders 
Too faithfully : O live, to punifli me | 

Pierce this inhuman, this unnatural heart, 

That lov’d thee but too well : I kill’d my brother. 
But for thy fake : revenge on me the crimes 
Which but for thee I never had committed, 

AM ELIA. [Falling into the arms of Tiiais. 
Vamir is dead, barbarian!- 


I) UKK 


Shall feed the mmthh'er’s blood. 

AMELIA. 


And' thy -hand 


[Fainting. 


My Vamir- 


And is he gone ? 

DUKE. 



286 


AMELIA: Or, 

DUKE, 

■ Thy reproaches~-«^ ■" 
AMELIA, 

Spare me, fpare me, 
ni not reproach theei take thy forrows heEce, 
And thy repeEtance : let me but embrace hiBijj. 

And die* 

DUKE* , 

A melk, thou haft too much caufe 
To grieve, but O for pity take this life 
That’s hateful to me 5 but IVe not deferv’d 
To perifii 'by thy hand i but thou fhalt guidb — 



S C E N E IV. 
DUKE, AMELIA, LISOIS. 
LXSOIS. 


What wou’d thy rsflinefs do ? 


iTlmy difarm 


Punifh myfelft 


DUKE. 

An adl* of juftice 

AMELIA* 

Wert thou his vile accomplice ? 


DUKE. 

Thou miniller of guilt, thou haft obey’d me* 


LISQIS,. 
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LISOIS. 

i promis'd you,, my lord^ and I liave done 
But what I ought. 

DUKE. 

Thy iluborn \drtue oft 

Hath ckecUd myfolliesj and oppos'd my weaknefs ; 
But when I bade thee be a murtherer, 

-And kill my brother, then thou W’ert obedient. - 
LISOIS. 

When I refus’d but now to execute 
The bloody office, dld'ii: -thou not employ 

Another hand f , 

, DUKE..' 

Love, powerful love, that chain’d 
My reafon down, and fway’d my foolifc heart. 

Love pleads for me 5 but thou v/hofe wifdom calms 
Each riling paffion, whofe unalter’d foul, . 

Firm and unfiiaken, I fo oft -have feard. 

So oft refpeSed, that thou, thus unmov’d, 

Slioud’ft fuffer fuch a deed of horror j O 
’T is terrible ! 

LISOIS. 

Since forrow and repentance, 

'Virtue’s befl: monitors, have pierc’d thy foul 
With juft remorfe : fince, fpite of all thy raflinefs. 
To fave a brother’s blood thou gladly now 


Woud’ft 



188 AMEI.IA: Ot, 

Woud’ft give thy own } ye both fhall find a friend. 
Keep thou thy penitence. 

[To the Dokc* 
Dry' up thy tears*. 

[To Amelia. 

This is a day of triumph. Prince come forth : 
Embrace thy brother. 

[The Scene opeiiS;> and difcovers Vamir* 

AMELIA. 

O my Vamir ! 

©UKE. 

My brother ! 

AMELIA. 

Gracious heaven I 
DUKE. 

Can it he,?,. 

Again I fee, again embrace my brother. 

DUKE. 

O thy forgivenefs makes my crime ftill greater. 
AMELIA. 

O noble Lifois, thou haft giv’ii me life. 

DUKE. 

Life to us aiL 

LISOIS. 

A bafe aflaiEn rais'd 

His arm ’gainft Vamir^ but I felEd the traitor^ 

.And lfld him breathlefs at my feetj then feign'd 

That 
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That I had flied thy brotber’‘s blood : I knew 
Thou woud^ft repent, and wifii' the deed undone, 
DU.KK 

This was a fervice I can ne^er reward^ 

But by endeavoring tO be worthy of it : 

My crime fits heavy on me, and my eyes, 

Fix’d on the earth, dare not look up to V amir. 

And to the-Wrong’d Amelia.. 

VAMIR. 

We wou’d both 
Have ferv'd thee with our royal mafier; both 
Are ftill devoted to thee. What, my brother. 

Is thy defign ? O fpeak. 

DtTKE. 

To do you jiiftice : 

To expiate, by the greateft punifliment. 

The greateft crime that love and fierce refentment 
Coil’d c cr commit : long I ador’d Amelia 5 
Ev’n when I gave her Vamir up to death, 

I lov’d Amelia : I adpre her fiill, 

Nay more than ever, yet I yield her to thee. 

And facrifice my heart to make you bleft. 

Take her, be happy, and forgive thy brother* 

VAMIR. 

Behold me at thy feet, with gratitude 
Warm as thy bourity, as thy love fincere. 

A E E 1 Ai 
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A M^ELI A: 'Or, ■ 
amelia*/- ' 

Permit me to embrace thy knees with 
Accept pur tend'ref|s|{|en)^ip, for thy goodnefe 
^as. amply paid for Ml my fuiFrings pail. 

r";..' . . ■■ ■ DUKE, 

No itiprfe of thisj it doubles my misfortuiiesj 
And fliews me but what happinefs Fve loft : 

But I wdll learn from you to follow virtue^ 

My heart is yours : Pm now indeed tliy brother. 
By thy "example I will love my country. 

Let us away> and to thp king relate 

’My crime's^ my forrows, and thy happinefs : 

Let Vamir’s zeal and. Vamir’s truth be mine. 
Faithful to France, to friendfliip, and to thee 5 
Foix^^all deferve your pardon and yourpraife^ 

. Ye '{b-rgefehis follies and his crimes, . 

And henceforth know him only by his virtues# 





